Introduction 


My name is Arthur Gale. | am a 17 year old in High 
School. I’m starting this journal because | feel like no 
one knows me for who | am. My father is intentionally 
oblivious to the things I’ve been going through. It's 
impossible to have a normal human-to-human 
conversation with him. Not that I’d want to talk to that 
balding delusional self-loathing freak. | have no one 
to talk to, no one to hear me and not automatically 
say something dreadfully idiotic in response. This 
reality leaves me with a void in my life. | need to vent 
to someone but the problem is | hate most everyone 
I’ve ever met. 


How do you express yourself to people when you 
don’t feel they’re worth the time? They wouldn't even 
begin to understand me if | tried. If | even began to 
try and explain what was going on in my mind ona 
daily basis to the average person | would be thrown 
in a padded cell. 


How do you express yourself to people when they’re 
living in an entirely different world than you? They’re 
living a goddamn lie and they can’t help it because 
they barely qualify as self-aware. 


This book will serve as my friend to talk to; my trash 
to dump my garbage in and if anything, this is proof 
the days | endure even existed. This is my escape 
from the prison of thoughts that scream to get out of 
my head on a regular basis. | would speak my 
thoughts aloud to others, but | don’t want them to 
give me another reason to hate them more than | 


already do. | can handle criticism, but stupidity is 
contagious, I'll have nothing to do with them. 


For the sake of not boring anyone who may read this, 
I’m going to do my best to explain the events in my 
life in a somewhat hybrid format. This will be half a 
normal book, and half a normal journal. 


| realize | am insignificant. Me acknowledging that is 
somewhat ironic considering | feel most everyone | 
encounter is beneath me. | ask you, knowing my life 
is so meaningless, what does that make the lives of 
people who have not once stopped and questioned 
their existence? Who are these meaningless flesh 
puppets? These wasted human shells born like cattle 
only to wither like fruit and die as if they never existed 
to begin with? 


What is fame other than the recognition of a pointless 
person by a bunch of other pointless people? We 
succeed in life, why? It all ends in death, it’s all 
forgotten. Your massive house, your nice car, your 
trophy wife, it’s all temporary, once it’s gone you’re 
left with little more than memories. How do we find 
ourselves willing to continue living considering the 
true nature of our pathetic existence? 


Something | find incredibly laughable is we still 
manage to have a self esteem, we still feel like our 
opinions matter and some are so foolish as to even 
write their thoughts down like | am now. Why? lama 
walking talking contradiction. 


The real point of me writing this is to keep myself 
from combusting. If for some reason someone reads 
this outside myself, maybe they will feel the same as 
| do. Maybe they’re also sick of most everyone 
they’ve encountered. 


We are a curse this planet, but fortunately for Earth, 
our presence here will no doubt be brief. 


You, reading this now, admit your life is meaningless 
and admit you don’t matter. If you have any truth 
within yourself at all, just admit you can be replaced 
and the world won’t even blink as your body rots. 
Take an honest look our species. Admit humanity is a 
disease to this planet, admit what we are and wonder 
why you even bother trying. 


| confront our fragile and overrated existence every 
day. | see people smile and | feel sick. | see people 
praying in front of my school in the morning and am 
overwhelmed with disgust. Just think of the 
obsession a person must have with their own 
importance to think the creator of our infinite universe 
has time to grant their little wishes. Those same 
wishes are rarely about anything bigger than their 
little superficial lives. 


You’re pretending you're talking to an all powerful 
being and all you're asking is that they allow you to 
pass your math test or score the winning touchdown? 
You should be ashamed of yourselves. You’re not 
just unforgivably insane for believing some magical 
being is listening to your every thought, that’s not 
enough stupidity for you. No, you’re so dumb you use 
this imaginary connection to focus on your idiot little 
life over real issues like world peace, ending hunger 
and generally making anything outside your own 
mundane life better. 


I’m done talking for today. You know my name, you 
know my obvious pessimism and disdain for society. 
Most importantly you know there’s a good chance 
even if this book is some day published, even if 
you're it’s biggest fan, there are likely hundreds of 
ways in which | hate you. 


CHAPTER 1 
THERE IS NO POINT 


My house is a two-story cliché suburban 
abomination. My room is painted white, like every 
other room in this entire goddamn country. My father 
doesn’t allow me to tack posters directly to my walls 
so my room is lined with massive picture frames 
containing my morbid and gothic posters within. 


| was sleeping in my annoyingly well-lit room early in 
the morning when my father Jerry woke me up to go 
to school. It was the same old routine. After the usual 
vegetarian breakfast he forced me to eat (he had 
nothing but fake meat, fake milk and vegetables in 
the fridge at all times) we were off to my school. 


Jerry drives me on a daily basis because he insists 
he loves me and | quote “No Lindfelt family member 
will ever ride a yellow bus” as if he’s a hero. If 
anything he’s a villain constantly subjecting me to his 
daily ten-minute sermons about how his beliefs in 
Middle Eastern deities, like God and angels, will lead 
to a better life. 


Sure dad, tell me more about how your love for a 
made up super god has brought you so much 
happiness. Every time you do | just think of all the 
Atheist millionaires who accomplish more for them 
than your magical invisible deity ever will for you. 


As always school started painfully early. We were 
always on the road before any other cars so the 
beginning of every day felt like we were living in a 
post-apocalyptic world of death and desperation. 


| rarely talk to anyone during my classes and even 
less after they’re over. More often than not | feel like 
talking to most people is like trying to bond with a 


child. Essentially no matter what we do, that’s 
basically what a lot of us are: children surrounded by 
children. Even most adults are just oversized kids, so 
frail, terrified, confused and desperate. 


The nature of our daily behaviour is that every little 
move me make around other people can change 
someone’s life. That change can lead to another 
change creating potential to domino into larger 
events until before you know it someone’s crying or 
walking into a post office to paint the walls with blood 
while texturing the paint with brain matter. 


Humans are horribly sensitive creatures. It’s as if our 
greatest accomplishment in creating a language with 
distinct and consistent words was giving ourselves 
another reason to hate each other. 


Think about all the people you think are morons. Now 
think about what percentage of those people you 
hate because of the things they say alone. That’s 
exactly my point. Without verbal language how do 
you start a racist, sexist or homophobic group? How 
do you organize a war? How do you cause wide 
scale suffering if you don’t have language like we 
have? Verbal communication is key to committing 
genocide. You want world peace? Stop participating 
in this pointless social game. Commit yourself to 
silence. Statistically you likely have nothing valuable 
to say anyway. 


A wonderful example of a dreadfully desperate 
human being would be this kid named Chris in my 
first period class. This dysfunctional failed abortion is 
constantly trying to cause trouble with the teacher, 
other students and his surroundings in general. His 
behaviour is no doubt a response to his mother never 
paying attention to him at home while girls at school 
treat him like he’s a disease with legs. 


It’s people like Chris you could say only a few words 
to and his entire life would crumble right before your 
eyes. The fact that people give so much power to the 
made up words we use on a daily basis would be 
laughable if it wasn’t so tragically and horrifically 
pitiful. 


I’ve noticed for some time Chris has an adorable little 
neck. | imagine if | wrapped my hands around his 
throat using only half my strength | could very easily 
snap his neck. | wonder if he’d still find value in his 
efforts to cause disruptions wherever he went. Or as | 
slowly broke the bones in his body would he feel 
remorse? Would little Chris finally see what a waste 
of oxygen he is and finally do something meaningful 
with his meaninglessness? No. He’s an idiot, and will 
one day die, an idiot. 


I’m incredibly satisfied with my choice to avoid 
conversation with others as much as possible. One 
primary example of people | rightfully treat like the 
human abominations they are is this big-breasted 
ditsy girl named Jessica. She has the personality and 
looks of someone destined for the poll. In other 
words, she’s the physical embodiment of what every 
other generic guy on this planet desires in a woman. 
Thing is, the very same people who desire her would 
never want to have children with her. She could 
never take care of a baby, not when she herself has 
the brain of an 11-year-old girl with just a hint of 
princess syndrome. 


Princess Syndrome: a snotty self-absorbed female 
freak who practically craps her own pants every time 
she sees her reflection. Someone with princess 
syndrome can be found constantly treating everyone 
else like they owe her copious amounts of 
compliments and sincere gratitude for simply being 
allowed to exist within 50 feet of her. 


To summarize: add precious well-endowed Jessica to 
the pile of people | classify as wastes of space. 


Amazingly enough Chris and Jessica were the only 
two people who actually stood out to me today. Most 
of the people in my first class were well behaved 
which was likely due to the fact they remained silent. 
Today not a single student expressed an uneducated 
opinion based on their naturally uneventful and 
inexperienced lives. It was refreshing too see and left 
me plenty of time to focus on our soon-to-be diabetic 
teacher: A man who clearly wants to be teaching us 
as much as a pig wants to be locked away ina 
slaughterhouse. 


At lunch | found myself enjoying the usual routine of 
throwing away my father’s vegetarian sack lunch and 
shelling out quarters | stole from his “vacation fund” 
jar to buy the usual ham sandwich. | often ate that 
and something called “Chocolate Nutty Bars” which 
are basically peanut butter smeared on wafers 
covered in chocolate. Those foods are some of the 
few things | enjoy about life. 


You could say “Wow Arthur, you make fun of fat 
people a lot, what about your own health.” Actually 
I’m in great shape. Until I’m not, I'll Keep eating what | 
like. 


Now before | continue I’d really like to point out how 
stupid my father is with his diet. I’m on the topic and 
am livid about it at the moment so here we go. 


Dad, Jerry... whatever, you’re a moron. On a daily 
basis you preach about your religion you’re better 
than me for following it. On a daily basis you preach 
about your diet as if it’s better than mine. Here’s the 
thing dad, you're fat, not me. You are a bloated mess 
of a human being. You run for miles every other day 


and look at you. You’re still an obese and grotesque 
simpleton. 


When fat people give me advice on my diet, what am 
| supposed to do with that? You eat nothing but carbs 
and are obsessed with pastries. You think it’s ok to 
have copious amounts of desert at every meal just 
because you jog a little? You’re twice my age but 
have the dietary logic of a preteen. 


You're acting like you're going to live longer just 
because you don’t suck on the muffler of a car and 
yet here you are sniffing paint. You got the same 
result because you traded one poison for another. 
Obviously your diet isn’t working for you, but you still 
force it on me anyway? Have you ever thought about 
anyone’s needs outside your own? 


Then there’s your religion that you also force on me. 
You do this because of course you have custody of 
me so why not treat me like I’m your literal property? 
That’s right, because from a legal standpoint. I’m 
essentially a slave who has to put up with your 
hypocrisies and delusions every day till | reach the 
magical made-up status you people call a “legal 
adult’. 


I find it hilarious that you are talking about how great 
your invisible superhero is when your life is worse off 
than most the other dads I’ve met. 


Your wife, my mom, is dead. You’re miserable at your 
job, are loaded with debt and the only kid you ever 
had was a son who hates you because you can’t 
even be honest with him about who you are. You lie 
constantly about the things you’ve done in my past 
and instead just hide behind the mirage of 
forgiveness. On top of all this you have the nerve to 


treat me like the life you live is superior? How 
damaged are you? 


I’m done ranting. Let’s get back to my day. 


After lunch | went to my remaining two classes and 
waited for my dad’s double-chinned girlfriend to pick 
me up. As you probably guessed, she too is a 
Vegetarian. Noticing a pattern here? She wasn't 
disgustingly obese, but her neck was. | call it frog- 
syndrome. 


The great thing about my dad’s girlfriend is that most 
the time she shuts up. She rarely sends a single 
word my way, which is refreshing. It’s as if she knows 
I’m a human proximity mine and will explode on 
anyone who makes a wrong move around me. It 
could be that or the fact that she knows she is 
nothing compared to my real mom. 


Even my dad likely sees her as second best. What a 
miserable, self-loathing person she must be. 


Once | got home | walked up to my bedroom, closed 
the door gently (thanks to former complaints from my 
father about “slamming the door”), and put on my 
headphones to blast my favourite music. That was 
my day, just a sample of my typical irrelevant first- 
world white boy life. 


CHAPTER 2 
A NEED TO BREED 
It’s been weeks since | last wrote in this journal. You 


could assume this was due to laziness, but | rarely 
suffer from that degenerative disease. 


Here’s the thing, | don’t know what being 
unmotivated even feels like. | don’t have the ability to 
sit around and loathe the idea of doing anything 
outside of wasting my life being lethargic. If 
something in my life needs to be done, | do it. | won’t 
complain, | won’t self-pity; | will do what is necessary. 
This journal has not been a priority to me till now. 


My mother, Sarah Gale, taught me from day one to 
never feel sorry for myself, to never give up on what | 
believe in and to never miss a positive opportunity 
when it’s sitting right in front of me. She taught me a 
lot of things before she died, | could not be more 
grateful for her. The fact that she’s dead in place of 
my father is a reality that drives me insane every time 
I’m reminded of it. 


It took him all of three weeks to get a girlfriend after 
she died. He was in the hospital with her every day, 
talking about how much he loved her. Then she died, 
and what seemed like only a few blinks later, he 
literally got with a nurse who was working at the 
same goddamn hospital my mom drew her last 
breath in. 


Her seduction of my freshly widowed father is one of 
the many reasons | hate that bleach blonde double- 
chinned freak. You could say she just felt sympathetic 
towards my father having just lost his wife. You might 
believe she just wanted him to feel better, but you 
would be wrong. If she really cared about doing what 
was right, she would have given him time; instead 
she took advantage of a desperate man in a tragic 
situation. 


Seeing this woman’s limp legs dangling from the side 
of a dumpster with garbage stains smeared down her 
calves would disturb me less than seeing her kiss my 


father. She’s an invader. She’s the destroyer of what 
little peace | had left in my own home. 


Jerry is already talking about her moving in soon 
which means | will become even more forgotten in 
this household than | already am. Literally sports are 
of greater importance to Jerry than me. You got that 
right, another fat American white guy who watches 
sports. They’re a dime a million. My father is a wart 
on the backside of the human species. 


Speaking of sports, I’ve fantasized about a massive 
weapon going off in the middle of a major sporting 
event. Sure, it would be so incredibly sad, the horror, 
| know. Meanwhile from a logical standpoint the world 
wouldn't really suffer much losing a condensed 
population of wasted and aimless lives (aka the 
millions of sports fans infesting this planet). Those 
tiny insects gathered together, watching one half- 
brain dead man throw a ball to another brain 
damaged man just so he can reach a made up and 
meaningless goal. 


For what purpose do people professionally play 
sports? So they can collect millions of dollars yearly 
until their Knees give out or their head gets cracked 
open? Then what? The majority of professional 
football players go bankrupt after they retire. What 
was it all worth? Would you not trade your memories 
for a body that isn’t broken? It’s just a game of 
numbers, there’s no real depth and it’s so simple. 
The mere lack in intelligence or creativity is why so 
many generic and useless minds gravitate towards it. 


Tired of getting confused by the complex reality of 
human existence? Here monkey, watch sports, then 
you won’t have to think anymore, and while you're at 
it, drink a beer, that'll dumb down your potential to do 
anything worthwhile with your time. 


But some madman setting of a weapon in a stadium, 
what does one insect killing a bunch of other insects 
really accomplish? Nothing. There will always be 
more bugs to fill the gap, to continue the endless 
infestation and consumption of all the worlds’ natural 
resources. | can hate the people in this world, and 
take satisfaction in the thought of them dying, but | 
remain unwilling to do anything about their lives as 
there is simply no point. Our lives are all pointless. 


To end a life is no easy task. You can pull a trigger 
and in the physical sense that’s one of the simplest 
things you can do. But I’m not a sociopath. I’m not so 
stupid | can’t see what a coward | am. | struggle with 
my will to live as is, spilling blood on my hands would 
only give me another reason to duct tape a plastic 
bag around my head and walk off the ledge of a 
building. 


My life is so pointless it makes me sick. Living in 
general is pointless but dying serves no purpose 
either. So what do | do? Of course | follow the pack 
and wait till the clock stops ticking. 


None of this is why I’m updating my journal. Ironically 
despite my murderous imagination I’ve managed to 
find myself in a completely contradictory position. 


The truth is | recently started dating a girl at school 
named Ashley. | know what you might be thinking, 
“Arthur, you’ve done nothing but hate on the entire 
human species up to this point, why would you date 
one of them?” The honest answer is she clearly likes 
me and I’m available. 


Ashley has been in my third period class for some 
time now. There’s a reason she’s laughed at every 
other thing I’ve said in the class. It’s more than 


evident she likes me because | rarely talk and when | 
do what I’m saying isn’t funny but yet she still finds 
amusement in every other sentence and regularly 
smiles at me. 


Ashley is a good-looking girl; she is pale-skinned, 
short, brunette... | really like her smile too. If that 
wasn’t enough my body, like most every male body 
on this planet, demands | be physical with someone, 
so why not her? 


This is the human condition. We build illusions 
around our lives, love, friendship and family. We think 
we take part in these aspects of life because we want 
to, as if any of it is truly a product of authentic free 
will. 


If | were a robot that had the ability to learn and 
reflect on my existence, | might have a chance at free 
will. Without desires or bodily influences, me 
choosing to be with someone despite there being no 
clear advantage to my programming, operations or 
physical body, | could argue the connection with them 
was legitimate. Now humans? We don’t choose to be 
lonely or to have these desires, so how can we 
pretend free will was ever an option? 


Free will is the ability to act on one’s own discretion, 
discretion is the ability to decide what should and 
should not be done. How can you make your own 
decisions when really your body is most always doing 
that for you? 


If | had free will | could choose to be gay, | could 
choose to be happy when | looked in the mirror, | 
could choose to enjoy life to it’s fullest, but | can’t. | 
have a war going on in my mind, likely because I’m 
17 and am no doubt rapidly developing mentally. 
Teenagers like me are key examples of these 


influences destroying our free will. They leave us in 
shackles. Most of us are too stupid to know they’re 
there. | would admire their bliss if it weren’t paired 
with their undeniable mental inferiority. 


Ashley is a product of my imprisonment. | literally 
have millions of little potential human lives screaming 
within me to impregnate her as soon as humanly 
possible. If we were to reproduce | would no doubt 
“love” the children she produced. This is of course 
because if | didn’t “love” them then they would be 
less likely to effectively survive. If our species 
collectively lost “love” for children, our species itself 
would begin to die off. We would leave our children in 
the streets to die; we wouldn’t feed them or at times 
even risk our safety for them because we weren't 
pre-programmed to care. 


Free will? It’s a joke so ridiculously personal you 
can’t even laugh. All most of us do is pretend we 
never got slammed with the reality of our true 
condition so we can continue believing the lie that is 
“freedom”. 


You reading this right now will think about your little 
life in response to this information. You may even 
admit how insignificant it is, but what will you do 
then? Nothing. You'll barely remember these words in 
a week, maybe even as soon as 12 hours from now. 
We do this so we can continue existing without 
disrupting seemingly endless years worth of 
evolution. You don’t think there was a failsafe put in 
your brain to deal with the possibility that you might 
actually realize one day that it’s all for nothing? 


We're just animals, that’s a fact. We’re holding out in 
hopes that some day we will evolve into something 
that might actually offer value to the universe. 


Aside from being self-aware as to how trivial and 
generic my increasing feelings for Ashley are... I’ve 
already begun to gratify myself to her. | regularly 
imagine unleashing inside her, having kids with her 
and | actually feel authentic admiration for such an 
outcome. Sometimes | think about her begging me to 
impregnate her. That mere notion ignites arousal in 
both my body and mind. 


I’m such a puppet of biological programming, and so 
are all of you. 


Ashley’s voice is one | could easily enjoy listening to 
for some time. Her facial proportions are beyond 
sufficient and she’s generally healthy, likely more so 
than me. 


What | like most about Ashley is that she has very 
few beliefs just like | do. You may ask yourself as to 
how | could say | don’t have many beliefs when it’s 
pretty clear I’ve been expressing a number of 
Opinions since the beginning of this journal. The blunt 
truth is most everything | say; the activities in my life 
and my mentality are all in some way based 
significantly on facts. Facts are the enemy of beliefs. 
The more you base your beliefs on facts, the fewer 
traits they share with opinions. The more | learn, the 
more what | believe turns into what | know. 


Now before | end this chapter I’d like to mention 
something | went through late last week with Ashley. 
There’s this guy, John, he hangs out with the Jocks 
at our school, I’m fairly certain I’m going to beat the 
living hell out of him due to what Ashley recently told 
me about him. According to her during school she 


was walking to her next class and he put his hands 
on her hips to stop so they could talk. He didn’t have 
anything much to say to her so it was obvious what 
he was doing was purely inspired by perverted 
intentions. He’s a teenage boy, going through a lot of 
physical changes, but that’s no excuse to put your 
hands on a woman. 


Now | realize how primitive it is for me to mark my 
territory so to speak. It is also primitive to try and 
solve your problems with physical fights, but that’s 
not why I’m going on about this. 


Many human beings are saturated with violent and 
perverse thoughts. Men especially. On average the 
male gender regularly desires copulating with other 
human beings. These human beings are often 
females who appear to be capable of bearing 
children. 


John putting his hands on my girlfriend was about 
more than the single physical act. He took his 
common desires and thrust them upon someone 
without an invitation. Essentially he sexually 
assaulted her. Ashley did not ask for that. 


When | have violent or perverted thoughts, | express 
them in this journal, | don’t go out and grope people. 
There is no rational justification for it. 


John made one of the biggest mistakes he'll likely 
ever make. He broke the wall of civility and turned his 
hormone driven thoughts into action. | feel | should 
show him what it’s like when people don’t keep their 
physical desires to themselves. 


My girlfriend was clearly not interested in being 
touched, but in violating her rights, he asked 
everyone who cares about Ashley to violate his. 


Thank you for giving me an excuse John. 
CHAPTER 3 
CRYING AT MY FEET 


The last entry | made reflected on probably one of 
the dumbest things | was about to do. Obviously 
getting yourself into a physical fight is a mistake 
when you look at the grand scheme of things... but to 
say | really had a fair choice in the matter is a joke. 


The sun hadn't even risen yet. Our decrepit school 
was filthy and falling apart as if the walls were 
composed of maggot infested flesh and bone. As | 
approached John | could hear the cracked titles 
straining under my weight. It was immediately after 
first period had ended when we crossed paths, only 
my path ended upon locating him. | skipped class so 
| would not miss him walking to his next class. | 
specifically chose the section of school where he had 
physically touched my girlfriend before. 


| said, “John, you ready to hurt?” John no doubt felt 
somewhat uncomfortable seeing these words come 
from the lips of someone who looked like me. | 
intentionally wore a trench coat and all black that day. 
Normally | didn’t wear the coat, but | wanted to make 
myself appear much larger than | was. This was a 
strategy | learned from butterflies, creatures whose 
literal core design exists to scare away predators. 
Seemed fitting. This man-child clearly liked taking 
advantage of creatures smaller than him. 


John tried to act like everything was cool, as one of 
his jock friends was standing right by him. After 
taking a brief look into their eyes, it was obvious both 
of them thought their lives could be in danger. This 


possibility was especially apparent considering all the 
things | might have been hiding under my long black 
tattered coat. 


John swore at me, calling me the popular 
emasculating word Goth kids are normally subjected 
to. Fortunately | punched him in his throat seconds 
after he spoke it. 


Now | realize punching someone directly in the throat 
can do extensive damage to a person’s neck. Neck 
damage carries the possibility of preventing further 
breathing however a punch to the head or even 
between the legs can kill a man. The truth about our 
bodies is sad, but it’s still reality, we humans are 
sensitive creatures. 


The blow | delivered to his throat shocked John’s jock 
friend. He looked like he wanted to help John, but | 
screamed threatening to murder him and he backed 
off. | think | specifically said “I'll stab you in the 
jugular and watch you bleed meathead!” It was a 
mouthful, but John was busy gasping for air so | had 
time. 


After John fell to the ground | stood by confidently 
waiting for him to return to his feet. Students heard 
the smack of my fist against his neck & my 
screaming from hundreds of feet away. Like wasps 
they swarmed around us. We love a good fight don’t 
we? 


When John returned to his feet | let him hit me a few 
times. | knew there was a good chance | would be 
expelled if | didn’t make the fight look at least 
somewhat even. Once | was bored of my face being 
tenderized like the meat of a freshly slaughtered 
animal | decided to break his arm. 


| didn’t exactly break his arm in the way you’d expect. 
First | placed my right leg behind his legs while 
simultaneously dodging a punch he had just thrown. | 
then wrapped my right arm around his already tender 
neck and applied pressure to send his body flailing 
backwards towards the ground. 


Now as John free fell, | had to make sure to twist his 
neck so would land on his stomach. This was 
absolutely essential for snapping his arm in two. 


| successfully placed him, quite gracefully, on the 
ground without a significant impact. | then placed my 
boot on the back of his head and screamed, “Are you 
a righty?” John refused to answer and just struggled 
under my boot so | went ahead and assumed he was 
right-handed. Immediately after | grabbed his right 
hand, lifted it up (his arm following) and used my right 
leg to stomp on his elbow as hard as | could. 


| imagine this was incredibly painful consider my right 
foot was still on his neck which of course meant the 
full weight of my body was on one of his most 
vulnerable body parts. 


The snap of his arm was rather loud, surprisingly so. 
| might just have felt arousal from how tremendous it 
was. 


Something you don’t know about me is that my mom 
didn’t just teach me philosophical lessons. She didn’t 
just teach me how to defend myself but also how to 
destroy my enemies. My mother no doubt didn’t want 
me to use the techniques she taught me without 
absolute necessity, but my mother is a better person 
than | am. Nothing gave me more satisfaction than 
watching John cry on the ground while grabbing the 
now inverted arm he used to touch my girlfriend. 


The other jock stared in horror at me. He couldn't 
even look at his friend on the ground. It seems he 
was paralysed as he looked into my eyes 
accompanied with a grin soaked in my own blood on 
my face. 


| spoke to the jock “Congrats coward, you didn’t get 
stabbed.” and then spit some of the blood conjured 
up by the beating | received on his brightly coloured 
letterman jacket. 


After only moments into John letting out 
bloodcurdling screams the school Principal erupted in 
angry screaming for the crowd to disperse. Principal 
Leeman took a look at my face, and then a look at 
John grabbing his arm on the ground. | smiled at the 
Principal and said “Sorry about the mess, but don’t 
worry, it’s all my blood.” Looking completely freaked 
out, the principal responded by screaming for me to 
go to the nurse’s office and wait for him there. 


After an hour of waiting in a room in the nurses office 
two police officers came into the room and asked me 
questions about what happened. They said that 
because of the extent of John’s injuries that they 
were heavily considering taking me to Juvenile Hall. | 
then opened my mouth up in a way that likely 
appeared to be a grin to the officers. They seemed 
upset about this but their premature emotions were 
corrected when | pointed to a missing tooth in my 
mouth. 


The loss of my tooth in addition to the cuts and 
bruises on my face were enough to convince them 
that the damages were mutual, especially 
considering it only took two strikes for me to defeat 
John, while he had struck me around seven times. 


The officers understood that if | refused to do 
anything, John would continue hitting me and by 
definition, despite me starting the fight, the action of 
breaking his arm was self-defence. 


| made it clear to the police that | was losing my grip 
on him, and had | not done what | did, he would 
surely do my face even more damage than he 
already had. This argument was one of the most 
important aspects of justifying self-defence. 


But let’s get past the legal aspect of what | did and 
get right down to my raw intentions. Everything | did, 
everything | allowed to happen was simply me 
manipulating my way to getting away with destroying 
John. 


John can't play football this year, John’s right hand 
won't be touching my girlfriend anymore and John is 
suspended from school. Unfortunately I’m suspended 
twice as long as he is thanks to the principal clearly 
seeing through what | did. I’m sure me smiling at him 
didn’t help. 


On top of everything else Ashley hasn’t spoken to me 
since. It would be ridiculous if by beating up the guy 
who touched her, | lose her... but | suppose | didn’t 
just beat him up, my performance was devastating... 
maybe | went too far. Who am | kidding? | know | 
went too far. 


If Ashley rejects me fore this, it won’t be crushing. 
There are many more women where she came from. 
There are many more of all of us. 


What a stark reminder that there really is no real 
value in our individual lives. 


CHAPTER 4 


PRAYER, FOR THE POOR 


It’s been a week since | went to school; fortunately 
for me, my girlfriend has visited me at home a few 
times since. Ashley and | have made out a number of 
times. If anything, what | did to John brought us 
closer together in the long run. 


A lot of people wonder why girls like jerks. Why are a 
lot of women into guys with “attitude problems” over 
the friend-zoned nice boys? 


If you appreciate reality over fantasy, it takes one 
look at the animal kingdom to figure out why girls 
often choose to be with guys who are insensitive and 
domineering. In nature, the lion that fights the 
hardest, the alpha male, he is the one the lionesses 
mates with. The most aggressive and dominant 
animal is the one who spreads his genetics, not the 
submissive nice alternative males. 


Sometimes comparing ourselves to other animals 
can be ridiculous as some connections are thin or 
entirely irrelevant, however this is a case of what we 
are deep down. Who | am comes from the core of my 
being. | am an Alpha, and will be till the day | die. 


| say it every day; we are products of our 
configurations. We are controlled by how we were 
raised, our other childhood experiences, chemicals in 
our brains and our bodies themselves. As soon as 
the majority of straight women stop being attracted to 
the strongest and most ambitious males, Ill stop 
being one. Until Alpha males are obsolete, my body 
has needs and being angry at the world doesn’t hurt 
my position. 


Now since the day | was suspended from school, my 
father has had quite a few things to say. You probably 
guessed it; one of those things was that he is praying 


for me. You know what changes things? Changing 
them. It sounds stupid, but prayer does not equate to 
changing anything outside satisfying your need to 
feel like you accomplished something. 


Prayer is often just the poor man’s version of 
donating money to a cause. When you are incapable 
of something or too lazy to do anything proactive 
about a problem: get on your knees and make a 
wish. That satisfies people for some reason... 
everyone but those living their lives realistically. 


Other than praying for me my father has been out of 
the house with his girlfriend a lot. This left me plenty 
of room to gratify myself almost constantly using the 
sites he hadn't yet blocked on his computer. It’s easy 
to get around parent blocking, all | had to do is go to 
the least popular sites | could find and bam, no filter. 


My father abandoning me for his girlfriend also 
offered the always-welcome gift of being able to 
generally leave my room without worrying about 
being judged or lectured. 


Ashley told me the other day that John had to get 
surgery on the arm | broke. As a joke | told my dad to 
pray for his arm to have a quick recovery and he 
smiled thinking | for a moment was actually 
supportive of his faith. 


The real reason | asked my father to pray is because 
| know little to nothing he prays for comes true. If 
there is a god, he, she or it is making it a point to 
ignore him. Who knows | could get lucky and John 
could be in for a long recovery. His recovery should 
offer him plenty of time for him to think about not 
touching women without their consent. 


| know all this makes me sound like a terrible human 
being, and | no doubt am on multiple levels, but you 


only know a fraction of the story. Even so, much of 
who | am and what I’ve been through | likely will not 
tell you... some things are just better off unsaid. 


CHAPTER 5 
REJECTED AND AROUSED 


Cold wisps of air filled my darkened decaying school 
on my third day back. This place is so pathetic. | 
wondered if they ever planned on fixing anything. 
What would it take to get things repaired? A ceiling 
caving in on an entire class of students, would that 
be enough? 


Every other person at school has been looking at me 
nervously for the past few days. Today their looks 
could be in response to the fact | painted half my face 
like a skeleton. It could also be that | wore the same 
trench coat | had on when | broke John’s arm. | didn’t 
even wash my own blood off of it yet. It could also be 
the silver tooth | got to replace the one John knocked 
out of my face. Should | care why I’ve become a 
bigger outcast than | was before? Do any of their 
opinions or even their lives matter? 


Because of our school’s dress code, | was called into 
principal Leeman’s office in the middle of my first 
period class. | was pretty sure it was my fat pathetic 
excuse for a teacher Mr Hanson who complained. | 
saw him mumbling on the phone just after | walked 
in, it must have been to the principal. 


Principal Leeman was sitting firmly upright in his retro 
chair staring at me as | walked into his office. He 
asked me to close the door so | did. | went to stand in 
front of his desk and he asked, “Are you a 


psychopath or something?” with a tightly bound facial 
expression. | replied, “A psychopath is someone who 
suffers from a mental disorder. | believe I’m rather 
sane, however... they also tend to express violent 
behaviour, so | could be.” Principal Leeman didn’t 
look happy with my answer. His lack of anusement 
didn’t surprise me. 


Leeman then said something that blew my mind 
“Your parents are religious, your father in particular 
constantly judges every little thing you do, your mom 
and him are extremely condescending and have little 
respect for what you have to say. You’re expected to 
be their carbon copy and when you say something 
they disagree with they ignore you or pretend you’re 
evil for having shared your views.” He stared at me 
waiting for my response. 


“No.” | replied. Automatically assuming | was lying he 
said “No? I’ve met kids like you a thousand times, 
you're all the same.” | replied again, “No, my mom is 
dead. She was the only good thing about my home 
life.” Principal Leeman paused awkwardly looking to 
the side. | expected him to apologize or show some 
kind of remorse for not being sensitive about my 
mom being dead; he cut my train of thought in half. 
“So why is your face painted like its Halloween?” 


Did he really just ignore the fact | lost my mom after 
all he said to me? “Arthur Lindfelt?” he asked. “My 
name is Arthur Gale” | replied. He smiled and said 
“Arthur Lindfelt is the name on this paperwork in front 
of me, Arthur Lindfelt is your legal name. These 
papers also happen to be expulsion documents, and 
all | have to do is fill out an explanation for your 
expulsion and sign.” His words left no room for my 
normal attitude to flourish. He had my complete 
attention. 


“Why do you have expulsion papers with my name 
on it?” | asked. He replied, “Because you look like a 
psychopath, you act like a psychopath and if | expel 
you the moment you do something | don't like again 
I’m fairly sure I'll be saving the students at this school 
a lot of trouble.” 


We both knew what he was implying. | looked like the 
kids that shoot up schools, especially the ones at 
Columbine. | would never kill people just because | 
didn't like them. | imagine it every other day but that 
doesn’t mean | want it to happen. | hated feeling like | 
was comparable to someone who would play god 
with people who were no threat to anyone | cared 
about. It’s one thing to defend those you love; it’s 
another to hurt someone for absolutely no reason 
aside from your desire alone. 


| felt a heavy sickness in my stomach and sat down 
in one of the two chairs facing principal Leeman’s 
piece of crap desk. 


“So, | think you get the point. You can leave.” 
principal Leeman said literally after | just sat down. | 
stood back up silently and left the room. Principal 
Leeman screamed after me, “And wipe off that 
makeup kid!” 


| felt tears start to form in my eyes. | know, it’s 
pathetic, but | wasn’t in control. I’m used to being the 
strongest one in every room, Principal Leeman was 
bigger, louder and had more power at his fingertips 
than | had ever had in my entire body. 


As | walked into the bathroom | looked in the mirror. 
My eyes were bloodshot and | knew | was about to 
lose it, but | couldn't. | didn’t want to allow my anger 
and sadness to conquer me. It would cause me to rip 
apart the bathroom and | knew | would get expelled. | 


had to remove the face paint or | would no doubt also 
risk my expulsion. | was overwhelmed but | had to 
swallow it all and bury it deep. 


I’m just another moron; I’m just another victim of self- 
obsession. | wanted to be around my girlfriend, to 
protect her at school. | wanted to graduate high 
school. | didn’t want to be some drop out loser with 
no future. All these thoughts burned through my mind 
as | began to wipe the skeleton on my face off. My 
emotions finally managed to push tears down my 
cheeks. The water-soaked brown paper towel was so 
useless and tacky for makeup removal. It’s the little 
things in life... that can make you snap 


As a few tears fell, Chris from my first period class 
walked in. He immediately noticed me wiping my 
face. He smirked and scoffed “That didn’t last long.” | 
ignored him as | wiped the water and tears off my 
face. | didn’t have the energy to imagine lopping his 
head off with a machete or throwing him off the top of 
the school roof onto cement headfirst. | didn’t have 
the energy to hate, only self-pity so | stood there 
silently and kept wiping my face. 


| was almost completely done wiping the paint off by 
the time he came back out of the bathroom stall. He 
spoke to me again saying, “Dude, not everyone is 
your enemy.” | ignored him and finished wiping my 
face. “Whatever man, I’m on your side,” he said 
obviously trying to befriend me. | replied under my 
breath “No you're not.” and walked out. 


As | returned to my first period class | could hear the 
other students trying to hold back their laughter. Their 
inconsistent breathing made it more than obvious 
what they were thinking. Their eyes behaved like 
whack a mole, darting in an out to get a glance at the 
freak. 


There were only a couple people who didn’t seem 
amused by the fact that my face was half red from 
having just removed the paint. It was some foreign 
kid who barely spoke English and someone who was 
clearly as out of place there as | was, only he didn't 
show it with his wardrobe. In fact | barely saw him 
speak to anyone else since the day | got to that 
class. The only peace | could find in that class 
existed between the foreign guy who can’t speak and 
the other kid who just chose not to speak. 
Coincidentally those two were also basically the only 
people | hadn't yet imagined killing at some point. 
There’s no satisfaction in watching innocent people 
suffer. 


For the sake of keeping myself from losing it on the 
entire class and making a bigger joke of myself than | 
already was, | just focused on my bedroom and my 
plan to lock myself in it for the rest of the day once | 
got home. 


Chris was eyeballing me as he walked back into 
class but that was short lived as the bell went off 
before he could even get to his desk. 


At lunch later that day | was sitting with Ashley and all 
her friends. | didn’t have any friends of my own, so 
my only real purpose was to serve as Ashley’s butt 
pad for her chair. 


As she sat in my lap | found myself listening to what | 
always dreaded hearing; it was the offensively 
ignorant and clearly unexamined opinions of her 
brain-dead preppy friends. From their views on the 
President to what other students were wearing that 
day | experienced an intense urge to walk around 
that table and stick a knife in the back of each of their 
thoughtless little heads. No doubt introducing a metal 
blade to the back of their brain would increase their 


1Q’s at least a few points. It would be difficult for them 
decline beyond the intellectual rock bottom state they 
were already in. 


Ashley was the American poster girl and fit right in 
with the others. Now me still drowning in black 
clothing created quite the eyesore at the lunch table. 


There was no explanation as to why Ashley was even 
hanging around this people aside from the likely 
possibility that she had a lot in common with them. 
With that it was becoming more than evident to me 
that Ashley was only with me because she was 
attracted to my type. Aside from her calling me 
handsome from time to time and laughing at the 
observations | made, we seemed to have very little 
we could relate on. 


| spoke in a low tone to Ashley asking if we could 
ditch the group we were in. She ignored me. So | 
said again, “Let’s leave.” Ashley, still sitting on my 
lap, acted like | said nothing at all. 


Finally | spoke in a normal tone “Ashley, can we ditch 
your loser idiot friends?” They all stopped blabbing 
about their nonsense views of the world and stared at 
me. It was obvious Ashley prioritized being accepted 
by her friends over me. Even to this point she ignored 
me. | couldn’t believe she was still acting like | said 
nothing, but | wasn’t going to stick around. | was fed 
up so | slid her butt into the chair beside me and 
stormed off. Ashley called after me as | left the 
cafeteria and in response | lifted my middle finger 
while continuing to walk away. 


The rest of lunch | spent sitting in front of the door to 
my next class. 


After about an hour of getting home | got a call from 
Ashley. She wanted to know what she could do to 


make things better between us. She insisted she 
didn’t mean to ignore me but how could she not 
mean to do that? Her actions or lack thereof seemed 
so blatantly intentional. 


Despite the implausibility of her position | decided to 
give her a chance to fix things, a chance | thought 
held no promise. “Dress up like you’re Goth 
tomorrow.” | said into the phone. Ashley was silent for 
a moment and then asked, “What do | wear?” | 
replied, “Wear all black clothes and dark makeup.” 
She replied “...ok.” 


| didn’t believe for a second she was going to do it. | 
was fixed on this idea that she was only into me for 
one reason and that an alpha male pulling her away 
from her pack of cackling turkeys would only make 
her feel weak. Such an act would contradict her initial 
interest in me in the first place. Ashley’s goal being 
security, she would show up dressed in her normal 
attire and give up on the lone wolf | naturally found 
myself to be. 


As the next day of school began Ashley stood where 
she knew I’d see her as | walked in. Her hands were 
interlocked in front of her thighs; her butt was slightly 
perked out, | noticed this because she was wearing 
black tights. As her eyes came clearly into view | 
could see her purple eye shadow, plum-coloured 
lipstick and purple glitter on the black jean jacket she 
was wearing. 


| was overwhelmed by her gesture of loyalty. | never 
wanted to physically dominate someone more than | 
had in that moment. 


| quickly walked up to Ashley and heavily kissed her 
as the other students passed us by. 


As our lips pulled apart for a moment | said “Thank 
you.” She smiled and replied “Guess I’m yours after 
all.” | laughed under my breath and we continued 
kissing till the bell for first period rang. 


We hung out whenever we could the rest of the day 
and spent most of lunch just talking and kissing, 
alone. 


Some people can still surprise me. It’s all part of why 
| haven’t found my place at the end of a rope just yet. 


CHAPTER 6 
EXERCISE BEFORE EXERCISE 


Ashley and | have been together a while now, | didn’t 
write about the first time we slept together as | just 
haven't felt compelled to update my journal. It 
happened a few weeks ago and since then many of 
my views and feelings have been put into question. 


Being with her was pretty amazing actually; she’s 
repeatedly proven her loyalty to me despite most 
people’s better judgment. I’ve been very good to her 
for a while now, its just most people see me as a 
freak. So why would she not follow suit? 


| have too many reasons to believe Ashley’s interest 
in me has reached beyond all my previous 
expectations. This is just another reminder of how 
little | know. The majority of my body and much of my 
mind is practically a carbon copy of most every other 
human who shares this planet with me. This 
growingly evident reality is part of why I’m writing in 
my journal less. The more | write, the more | realize 
how generic and pointless my thoughts are. 


Sometimes the most intelligent thing you can do is 
acknowledged you’re an idiot. 


Ashley said she loved me the first time we slept 
together. We even stopped using a condom half way 
through. | asked her if she wanted me to remove it, 
and she nodded silently. Her decision was especially 
meaningful as it was her first time being with anyone. 
| felt honoured she was willing to be with me. 


The relationship we have, it goes against what | 
previously thought of human relationships. | believed 
practically every single relationship was just a 
product of core programming, maybe it still is, but | 
don’t think that’s how things really are in my case. | 
know | sound gullible, more than ever really... but 
this feels so different. Just looking at the words I’m 
writing down makes me see what a fool I’ve been. 


Allin all, | don’t believe people wouldn’t promote the 
drug of love if it weren’t so intoxicating. Now I’m 
hooked. 


When Ashley and | are intimate with each other, it 
means something beyond what we're physically 
doing. We’re losing ourselves in each other, pulling 
closer together as the world is simultaneously 
pushed away. 


We've been physical so many times now when we 
part ways it feels like she hasn't even left. | still feel 
her warmth, her shaved skin rubbing against mine... 
her fluids engulfing me as | thrust into her. 


She’s making me feel more human than | thought | 
ever would. 


It was so strange; we wound up going all the way 
only a few hours after my dad left for the night. He 
was attending some church gathering, probably an 
orgy judging by what hypocrites and whack jobs most 
religious people are. But that’s off topic. 


| told Ashley to come over shortly after he left, and 
she did. She knew we were going to go all the way, it 
was more than implied on both ends. When she got 
to my house she was in her tracksuit with the school 
logo on it. I’m not sure if you could possibly wear a 
more dorky outfit to see your boyfriend, but that’s just 
Ashley. 


She kept expressing how excited she was that we 
were going to “do stuff together.” In fact she was so 
hyperactive she said she had to, and | quote, “run 
around the house a few times” before we continued. 


| felt like she was being really weird, why would you 
need to exhaust yourself before you... exhaust 
yourself? Regardless of my inability to understand | 
agreed to wait while she burned off her energy, | 
mean, either way | felt incredibly lucky to be able to 
do that with her, it could wait. 


Once she returned to my room, she got mostly 
undressed so she was left with only black underwear 
and a purple tank top. It was kind of funny as the 
whole time she was still breathing heavily from 
running around outside. 


She went to rest on my twin bed & | joined her. We 
went slowly the first time around. | listened to every 
concern she had and we progressed at her pace. 
The two times after it was a bit more intense, 
especially after we decided to go unprotected. We 
moved together, it was incredible being this close to 
someone | trusted. 


Now when people talk about making love, they often 
warn people about the dangers of getting pregnant. 
Well, she’s not on birth control or anything so | guess 
we’re both prepared for the long haul. | don’t really 
care; if she got pregnant I’d be proud. 


That’s what I’m programmed to be, right? 


Pride and love are the strings of puppets. We can 
pretend they don’t control us but anyone who gives 
their life a serious look can see, we’re not dancing 
because we chose to, the strings control us all. 


I’m such a fool, and I’m so foolish that it feels like a 
good thing. 


CHAPTER 7 
BLOOD MEANS NOTHING 


Something pretty awful happened. For as long as | 
can remember there has been a significant amount of 
stress and hostility between my father and I. 
Something had to break eventually right? 


I'll try to use as much detail as | can because | wasn’t 
able to before and it all should be written down. 


Last Friday | was on my way to my redneck Aunt’s 
house; | was in the back seat of my dad’s car with the 
oversized sack of potatoes he calls a girlfriend in the 
passenger seat. | wanted to spend the weekend with 
Ashley but my dad’s stupid Jabba The Hutt girlfriend 
wanted to go spend the weekend at my Aunt’s house. 
My dad being the horrible father he is prioritized the 
wishes of his girlfriend over me. His decision screwed 
over Ashley too, the person | care about 100 times 
more than both my dad and his genital puppet 
combined. Obviously | was pretty upset. 


So I’m stuck in this car driving far from my amazing 
girlfriend while the double chinned idiot sitting in the 
passenger seat wears a smug grin painted across 
her face. She’s so proud of feeling more important 


than a man’s own offspring. Only a fat self-absorbed 
stuck up princess wanna-be troglodyte would take 
satisfaction in a man betraying his own children for a 
1/10 paper bag girlfriend like her. 


Why did | even have to go? Why was my father being 
such a whipped idiot? 


So I’m blasting my music on my headphones and my 
father is smiling like a fool. He was no doubt off in 
some bizarre world surrounded by thoughts about 
how much better than everyone he is for having his 
religion, his “don’t eat the chicken but eat the chicken 
menstruation” diet and his ugly frog-like girlfriend. 


Sitting in the back seat thinking about them was 
burning me up inside. | had to do something. To 
drown the thought of them out, and yes to annoy 
them, | turned my music up to the maximum level. 
This very same music basically consisted of 
screaming about how my dad’s god didn’t exist and 
how stupid everyone who followed that god was. 


At some point my dad asked me to turn down my 
music but | ignored him. He asked again and | 
ignored him. He clearly didn’t know what to do. He 
kept looking at his walking pile of fat crotch puppet 
vagina with legs as if he was worried she would 
judge him for whatever he did or didn’t do in regards 
to my blasting music. 


| could see his girlfriend giving him my father 
concerned looks in response to my blaring music. He 
had to do something to establish he was still the 
alpha male in the car, god forbid he rise above. 


As a desperate last resort my father pulled off to the 
side of the road in front of a gas station and asked 
loudly and clearly “What is your problem?” | had no 
filter or any concern for anyone’s feelings in that car. | 


replied, “It’s your fat ugly snob girlfriend that always 
gets her way that’s my problem”. 


I’ve never seen my father so violent. 


As his face turned red with rage my father lunged at 
me, choking me. | said aloud in a distorted voice “| 
can't breath”. He ignored me. | said again in an even 
more unstable & desperate voice “I can’t breath.” He 
again ignored me. 


| had little choice, my father was going to try and 
choke me till | passed out or died because apparently 
he couldn’t handle his abomination for a girlfriend 
being criticized without turning into an insane ape. 


| had to make a decision in that moment, it wasn’t a 
hard one as the path | took involved me being able to 
continue breathing. Fortunately on that day | was 
wearing my combat boots, so despite being pinned to 
the back seat with both his hands wrapped around 
my neck, | proceeded to pushing him off me with my 
foot. For good measure | followed that with anywhere 
from 9-17 kicks to his chest, neck and head. 


It was amazing how hard the back of his body hit the 
dashboard. The whole car shook as my leg launched 
from the back seat towards the dash repeatedly 
connecting with his helpless oversized body. | could 
have kept kicking him, but my goal wasn't to break 
anything, just get him away from me, and ensure he 
stayed there. 


Quickly after he was half knocked out on the 
dashboard his girlfriend jumped out of the car not 
knowing what to do. My father recovered as fast as 
he could and went to choke me yet again only this 
time from the outside of the car where he had no 
dashboard to collide against if | decided to fight back 
once more. 


His bloated freak girlfriend felt more comfortable 
approaching the backseat passenger door opposite 
of my father now that | was, again, being choked. 
Once she grabbed my ankles and proceeded to try 
taking off my boots. | wiggled my feet around to 
prevent her from making contact while saying “You 
know dad, | would say | love Satan but | don’t believe 
in him.” | felt ridiculous for saying that, but | knew he 
was obsessed with his god and wanted to 
demonstrate that if | was dumb enough to believe in 
a magical invisible being, it would be the one he 
feared most. His girlfriend continued to struggle with 
my wiggling feet as my dad responded “Well good!” 


Really father? Your son being willing to say “I love 
Satan” if he actually believed in your religion was 
legitimate is a “Well good!” situation? Really? 


| didn’t realize it at the time, but blood was pouring 
from my dad’s face from being kicked so many times. 
| only understood it later because | remembered he 
had to stop choking me at one point from the side of 
the car so he could go to the front and wipe his face 
on some napkins that were in the glove box. 


His girlfriend now had half of one of my boots untied 
but because my dad was wiping his face in place of 
continuing to choke me | took the opportunity to 
make a run for it. 


| sprinted to the other side of the gas station so they 
couldn’t see me but quickly stopped running once a 
key question surged to the forefront of my mind 
“Where am | going to go?” We had already driven so 
far away from anyone | knew, | had no money on me 
and because of that | felt | had no hope. 


It was this sudden realization that brought me to 
tears. | gave up. | sat on the closest curb and cried. 


After only a couple minutes a patrol car approached 
me and two police officers got out. 


| was so overwhelmed with adrenaline and emotion 
that | couldn’t think clearly. All | could tell the cops 
was “I thought he hit me.” | didn’t know at the time 
that my shirt was soaked in my father’s blood. | didn’t 
even fully know what had just happened. | was just 
an angry kid whose father never really wanted him to 
be himself. | had a father that raised his kid to fail. He 
never told me to be whatever | wanted. My father 
never told me to be true to myself, he only told me to 
be like him and when | wasn’t? In so many ways he 
left me for dead. 


One of the two officers told me to stand up and turn 
around. He slipped the cuffs on me. As the cuffs were 
locked around my wrists | cried, “Why are you 
arresting me? He hit me.” As | still wasn’t even clear- 
minded enough to articulate the difference between 
hit and choke. The officers ignored me, how could 
they pay attention to anything | had to say? Choke 
marks don’t show up as easily as someone’s boot in 
your face. He was a broken and bleeding man, | was 
just the kid with blood on his boots and a blood- 
drenched shirt. 


| was taken to juvenile hall. | spent the entire 
weekend there as the judge only worked on 
weekdays. | sat in the cell playing the event over and 
over again. Every other thing | said after the incident 
was a mistake. If only | could have clearly explained 
myself to the police officers, but my chemically 
distorted brain scrambled my thoughts and made me 
senseless. 


This may surprise most, but in that cell | felt safe. | 
felt happier than | had in my own home. A prison cell 
felt more welcoming than living two doors away from 


my father. | knew in that cell | didn’t have to look at 
his obnoxious girlfriend or see his disappointed face. 


All | really did through my time in Juvenile Hall was 
push-ups, play cards with the other inmates and 
smile. 


My father was there to get me out the Monday that 
followed. He had a black eye and his entire eyeball 
itself was red. | must have busted the eyeball itself... 
good. 


The judge let me walk because | guess my father 
didn’t press charges. | mentioned my father attacked 
me first to multiple people but no one really cared. 
They only cared what he had to say; | was just the 
property of my father to them. Legal slaves, that’s all 
the government treats kids like... and you wonder 
why | hate you people. 


When | got home | quickly realized that my father had 
accessed my computer while | was locked up. The 
“last date opened” data on my journal files showed 
he had in fact looked at everything | said up to this 
point. He knew everything | wrote? Who cares right? 
It’s like | said, I’m a legal slave to him just like every 
other kid is to their parents, we don’t have rights, 
we’re just property. 


| even confronted my father about it. “Dad, can you 
come in here?” | yelled down the hall. He came to the 
room and said in his normal Ned Flanders-like tone 
“What's up Arthur?” | looked at him with a blank face 
and asked, “Did you access my computer?” It didn’t 
take more than a second for my father to decide to 
blatantly lie to me. He said, “No, | didn’t.” | had no 
patience; | screamed at him “I know you looked at my 
files!” | looked him right in the eyes and watched him 
continue to lie to me. It took me showing him the 


dates he access my computer on the screen itself for 
him to admit he accessed it. 


| had never felt less respect for him than in that 
moment. 


Him reading my journal meant he knew more than he 
ever deserved, and you know what he did with that 
info? Nothing. He didn’t change, he didn’t try to be 
there for me or turn me around. All my father did was 
leave me alone in my room after | proved him a liar. 
We haven't spoken about anything meaningful since. 


Where is your self-righteousness now Dad? Where is 
your invisible friend to save the day? Your family is 
falling apart, your girlfriend remains a freakish 
bullfrog creature and you're still just another carbon 
copy simpleton occupying yet another carbon copy 
home on a carbon copy street in a carbon copy town. 


Are you still praying for me father? Because things 
keep getting worse... maybe you aren’t praying hard 
enough? 


CHAPTER 8 
| HAVE NO FUTURE HERE 


My life is more often than not a series of tragic events 
isn’t it? Me being like so many other people, | speak 
up the most when something goes wrong, and today 
is no different. My little fragile life feels like it’s falling 
apart, more than ever before. 


Principal Leeman found out | was sent to Juvenile 
Hall and used that as an excuse to expel me. On my 
Dad’s voicemail he said, “Mr Lindfelt your son was 
already on probation at school, his recent arrest has 
prompted me to expel him. | warned your son would 


happen if he got into any further trouble. The items in 
his locker will be mailed to the address listed in his 
file.” 


Now my Dad refuses to acknowledge me beyond 
moments where verbal communication is an absolute 
necessity. It’s really not that much of a loss 
considering he barely cared in the first place. 


My girlfriend Ashley is still supportive as always. She 
is basically the only person in my life who is even 
remotely kind to me these days. It’s been more 
difficult to find an opportunity to see her now that my 
father is worried I’m going to get her pregnant. He 
was extremely lenient before because he had no idea 
we were intimate. Him reading my journal changed 
the entire vibe in the house. 


All the murderous thoughts | expressed having earlier 
I’m sure didn’t help. But you know what? | don’t care. 
This is who | am, I’m not going to pretend and live a 
lie like my father does. There is plenty of ugliness in 
me, | could deny it and act like it will all be forgiven 
by some magical being, or | could just own it. The 
second option is undeniably more honest. 


Whenever I’m around my dad it always feels like an 
ongoing passive-aggressive battle. My father, being 
as religious as he is, refuses to directly admit I’ve 
slept with someone out of wedlock. His magical book 
strictly forbids that after all. Sad thing is I’ve slept with 
my girlfriend more times in the last month than he 
has with his girlfriend, ever. Pretty sure my orgasms 
bring me more joy than his religion ever brought him 
as well. 


It must be awful, laying next to that useless sack of 
lard, not having the courage to break up with her, all 
the while not getting any action either. What a joke. 


My father will say things like “Maybe you shouldn't 
spend as much time with Ashley.” I’m always like 
“What not father?” You know, in exactly the 
condescending “Why not father?” tone anyone who 
thinks their dad is a total idiot would use. 


My father then will say something like “Because you 
need to focus on your future.” What that really means 
coming from him is “I read your journal where you 
said you don’t use condoms with your girlfriend but 
I’m going to still pretend like | never read it despite 
me already admitting | did when you caught me red 
handed. So if you could just not be around Ashley for 
a reason I’m willing to say aloud and maybe wake up 
one day loving the same god | do that would be 
great.” Idiot. 


Despite everything Ashley and | are intimate literally 
every chance we can get. Whenever and wherever 
we can tear each other apart, we take it. I’m not even 
kidding. My life is falling apart and | barely care so 
long as my body is crashing against hers. 


Considering I’m expelled, there’s a small part of me 
that still lives in reality and is concerned about my 
academic future. This little voice suggests | get a 
GED. | think my first goal is the Good Enough 
Degree and after that, the military. | don’t necessarily 
love the idea of dying for my country, but it’s a great 
alternative to being stuck with my father and his 
rotten hairless albino moose of a girlfriend. 


| haven’t spoken to Ashley in depth about my plans to 
join the military; she doesn’t seem like the kind of 
person to just let me go. If | do successfully make it 
into the armed forces | think I’d want her to go with 
me, but | have no idea how that would even work. 


Someone who kind of got me into the military idea is 
Ashley’s brother Thomas. He’s younger than her but 
has plans of joining himself. Thomas told me so long 
as | get a GED | could actually get a decent job in the 
Air Force so long as my ASVAB test scores are 
sufficient. It’s a bonus that | would possibly get to go 
to college for free under the GI Bill once | get out. 


This all sounds pretty fantastic considering it all 
points to me never having to see my father or his 
girlfriend again. To be technical, statistically | won't 
wind up littered with bullets either so there’s that. 


You may wonder why | would never want to see 
either of my guardian figures ever again; | mean you 
would if you haven't been paying attention at all this 
far. Regardless, some things have happened in my 
past that | haven’t yet mentioned, you know, 
additional tragic stuff | warned you about before. 


After getting expelled from school | found myself 
trying to get my mind off what a massive failure | had 
become. Every day Ashley was at school | would sit 
alone in the darkness of the basement playing video 
games and watching reruns of light-hearted TV 
shows. 


You may say, “But Arthur, | thought you were always 
motivated insert additional idiotic comment I’m stupid 
and should shut up.” You’re right you should shut up. 
Beating my father half to death followed by getting 
expelled drove a semi truck through my plans, my 
entire life. All | have left is the military. 


As for the madness that went down recently: The 
other night | was called down to consume a meal that 
was prepared by frog face and | just happened to not 
be hungry. The dish, of curse, was vegetarian. It 
wasn’t even the bearable kind of vegetarian, rather 


the type of vegetarian food you eat that makes 
people wonder if there’s something wrong with you. 


Let me elaborate on that. There are some vegetarian 
foods that | find somewhat decent tasting, they’re 
called vegetables. Then there are the fake cheeses 
vegans invented that taste essentially like your 
grandmother crapped into a jar of flour, sprayed it 
with a hose, put it in the oven, ran over it with her car, 
put it back in the oven, blended it up, put it under the 
sun to dry and then slapped it on a veggie burger. 


Do you understand where I’m coming from? | don’t 
want to eat their fake cheese just because they want 
to “Try something different than cow puss dairy.” Of 
course someone with a spine would object, so | did. 
What happened as a result? Insanity. 


| sat at the table, took one look at the meal and 
asked, “Can | be excused? I’m not hungry.” You 
know, because my father is a control freak whose 
kids have to ask him permission to leave the table 
once they’ve sat down. Jesus Christ. 


My father didn’t like the idea of me leaving the table 
without eating the meal his abomination for a 
companion had prepared so he commanded me to 
stay. | smiled as politely as | could and said, “No, | 
was asking as a courtesy.” and proceeded to attempt 
leaving the room. It was at that point my father stood 
up just enough to pretend he was in control, but just 
out of my pathway to avoid the possibility of me 
deciding to beat the hell out of him again. 


As | began to leave he screamed out “Call the cops” 
to his girlfriend. She immediately proceeded to the 
phone in the kitchen and began dialling. | reacted in 
shock “Are you serious?” With a nervous expression 
my father looked back at me in silence. | could see 


fear in his eyes. His hands weren't shaking, he 
wasn’t whimpering, but he was clearly terrified of 
round two with his meat-eating Atheist son. “You’re 
going to call the cops on your son for not wanting to 
eat a meal?” | asked scoffing at their awful parenting. 


| complied with their demand that | stay in the dining 
room for the moment. | was eager to watch the cops 
rip them apart for wasting their time on something so 
trivial. After a few minutes the doorbell ring. 


Me being ignorant of how the world really works, | 
assumed the cops would be completely on my side. 
My father explained to them that | refused to eat the 
meal they prepared which is why they called the 
cops. The police officer my father spoke to looked at 
me and asked me “What’s your problem?” | couldn't 
believe it. It was such a painfully familiar question. 


| tried to encourage the outcome | initially expected 
by saying to the officer “It seems like they’re wasting 
your time by calling you about a kid not wanting to 
eat dinner.” The officer responded, “You have a bad 
attitude kid. We're here to straighten you out if need 
be. Do we need to take you in?” The officer glared at 
me intensely as if he was about to whip out his baton 
and pummel me. 


| felt like | was living in some crazy alternate reality 
where nothing makes sense and everyone around 
me plays my completely different rules that have no 
consistent logic or justification. | felt frozen in my 
silence. | didn’t want to believe a cop would really just 
threatened to arrest a kid for not eating his goddamn 
dinner. 


That's it though, that’s reality, and | had to accept it. | 
repeated what the officer said again and again in my 
mind. My conclusion? Yeah, the cop really just asked 


me what | thought he asked me. He was really going 
to arrest me over not eating a meal just because my 
biological sperm donor ordered me to. | stood there 
silently looking at the ground. The officer warned me 
if there were further issues they'd take me in right 
away. 


| had never felt like a piece of property more than | 
had in that moment. | wasn’t their child, | was a dog 
to them and if | didn’t obey, it was the kennels for me. 


Once the officers left | wasn’t even told to eat the 
food. Once they closed the front door | literally 
walked up stairs and went to bed, and? Nothing. After 
all that they didn’t even bother trying to remind me to 
sit at the table and eat the meal. They called the cops 
all so they could wind up complying with my wishes. 


| don’t think it was because they were suddenly out of 
nowhere being respectful of what | wanted as if | was 
an equal human being. Really? They were probably 
just sick of my face. My father was already terrified of 
me. Maybe sitting across from me at this point would 
just ruin his apatite. 


There was no future for me in that household, | had 
to leave, and the military was my way out. | would do 
most anything to make this happen. It will happen. 


CHAPTER 9 


FAITH IN HUMANITY IS JUST ANOTHER 
RELIGION 


So | read over this journal a bit and it’s pretty clear 
I’ve been a pretty depressed pain in the butt. If you’re 
reading this, you’re probably confused as to why the 
sudden change. Well the situation has changed, a lot 


has happened since | wrote the last entry so I'll help 
you catch up. 


| did wind up getting my GED and applying to join the 
military. Ashley wasn’t happy with me wanting to join 
so she basically acted like if | decided to run off to 
basic training she would consider that me leaving 
her. 


Despite Ashley’s feelings | had only one decision to 
make. | had to choose between being around a crazy 
father 40% of my day and only seeing my girlfriend 
maybe 10% or | could chose to have a job and likely 
never see either of them again. | chose to walk and 
since | made that decision I’ve completely lost touch 
with Ashley. 


You would expect me to be more broken up than | 
am, but she went cold on me the moment | confirmed 
| was leaving. It was like the second the words left 
my lips she erased everything about me in her mind 
and suddenly | was no one. It was mental. 


Regardless, | already went through MEPS (Military 
Entrance Processing Station) and I’m pretty glad 
that’s over considering that was one of the most 
significant aspects of me processing into the military. 


While | was in the processing station | witnessed a lot 
of human failure. It was an interesting experience 
seeing grown men cry because they didn’t have the 
depth perception to be pilots. Some of the men 
weren't physically strong enough to even be 
considered for any job at all. They even denied 
people for having a blood pressure level they didn’t 
like. | understand being upset about being rejected 
entirely, but some guys were sobbing over the fact 
that they just couldn’t get the specific job title they 
wanted. Life for a lot of people seems to be about not 


appreciating what you have and always wanting 
more. 


If the same guy who failed the vision test and cried 
actually passed it, he would no doubt have another 
episode down the line. Maybe it would be some other 
test he’d fail, or some administrative decision that 
denied his wishes to fly the specific type of plane he 
wanted. Self-assigned victims will always be victims. 
| don’t want to call him pathetic because I’m trying to 
be more positive, but my hate runs deep and | can’t 
feel sorry for people who go out of their way to feel 
sorry for themselves. 


Once | was through MEPS it wasn’t long before they 
had me sitting at the airport waiting to fly south. All 
the new recruits gathered at the entrance of our 
plane. We easily identified each other somehow, 
maybe it was the look of dread we carried knowing 
the next couple months of our lives were going to 
wreck us. We were all probably running from 
something, the strong desire for flight is so 
consuming. No matter what our reasons for being 
there was, I’m pretty sure my family dysfunction had 
them all beat. 


When our plane landed in Texas no one was there to 
greet us. We had to follow signs in the airport just to 
get to the waiting area designed specifically for 
military members. The room was insanely crowded 
already. Their schedule was specifically targeted at 
us arriving in the middle of the night, in part so that 
meeting the training instructors for the first time 
would be twice as terrifying. Something about 
hearing screams of pure rage at 1am cuts deeper 
through your skin than screams accompanied by 
sunshine. It’s just mental terrorism 101, thanks for 
that, military psychopaths. 


After we were guided like mindless cattle onto the 
busses arriving in a seemingly endless line just 
outside the airport, we were driven directly to our 
training facility at the local base. Each bus was 
welcomed by the screams of sociopaths and people 
who were no doubt never hugged as children. 


After waiting for about 30 minutes outside they 
directed the group of forty or so trainees with me into 
a small classroom. Once we were inside they verified 
our individual identities and assigned us flight 
numbers. After this process was complete we were 
called out by the flight number we were given and 
from that point we were directed to our new homes. 
These facilities were essentially composed of one 
massive room shared with 60 other trainees. | could 
complain, but it was exactly what | expected. 


As training progressed | quickly realized that | had 
abusive training instructors. | know this because 
shortly after | graduated BMT one of the Tl’s who 
lead our flight, Sergeant Johnson, was demoted for 
punching a trainee in the face. She regularly took 
things too far, it didn’t help that she knew how to 
abuse us mentally, physically and emotionally. Most 
training instructors would leave the heart alone; but 
for Sergeant Johnson, emotional abuse was her 
primary function. 


When | first saw Sergeant Johnson | thought she was 
a gorgeous little firecracker of a woman. She was 
about five feet tall, had an enormous amount of 
freckles and red hair. If we had the energy or privacy 
to gratify ourselves at night while in training, we 
would no doubt all be doing it to her. But the fantasy 
with my training instructor only went as far as my 
ignorance of her true nature. 


The woman turned into a monster, and not the kind 
you'd expect from a drill sergeant. Let’s dive into an 
exact scenario. 


We were a couple weeks into training and | was 
almost entirely alone in the sleeping area. Most all 
the other trainees elected to attend a church that fit 
their religious beliefs that day. | had no beliefs and 
refused to go to any church. Sergeant Johnson had 
to stay behind with us and basically babysit due to us 
not being willing to go pretend to love any god. As | 
was cleaning my locker by my bunk, Sergeant 
Johnson screamed, “Trainee Lindfelt!” | screamed 
back, “Trainee Lindfelt reports!” Sergeant Johnson 
stood at the entrance with another female military 
member and angrily stared in my direction. 


“Get over here and lay on your back immediately!” 
she screamed at me. In Basic you’re taught not to 
think for yourself, you’re taught to do exactly as they 
instruct otherwise you're punished through 
paperwork or forced exercise. 


| moved to the ground in front of the two women as 
they commanded. Sergeant Johnson then called over 
the other trainees and instructed them to do the 
same. Despite us only being feet away from her she 
screamed as if we were still across the room, “Put 
your feet and hands straight up in the air trainees!” 


We all proceeded to put our feet and hands in the air. 
It was at that point she started chuckling to the other 
female drill sergeant. She said, and | quote, “See 
that’s called a dead cockroach, that’s what | was 
talking about.” 


The sergeant made us hold that position for a good 
three to five minutes. If you’ve never done achieved 
the position I’m referencing, | encourage you to. It’s 


likely the only way you'll understand how painful it 
can be. It’s actually ridiculous how many exercises 
and positions can quickly become intensely painful if 
you just push slightly farther than you’re used to. 
However the dead cockroach wasn’t even an 
exercise, it was humiliation. 


| don’t really care that she called us idiots while we 
did it. | wasn’t worried about feeling treated as if | 
was a piece of property. | was used to that by now. 
My main focus was to not upset the Tl’s more than 
they already were. | could never allow myself to be 
the weakest link as the moment | fell out of line, | 
would be washed back and possibly have to repeat 
an entire week of basic. 


At one point in Basic, due to my failure to maintain 
my composure, | was forced to point and laugh at the 
other trainees as they did push ups. 


“lam sick and tired of your morons screwing up day 
after day!” the male Technical Sergeant in charge of 
our entire flight screamed. “You’re embarrassing the 
Air Force, you’re embarrassing me and you’re no 
doubt humiliating the very vaginas you were born 
from.” hearing him say that caused me to let out a 
slight but noticeable burst of laughter under my 
breath. It was one of the stupidest things | ever heard 
a person say. 


Unfortunately for me, the Tech Sergeant heard my 
slip up and marched towards me so he could scream 
in my face, “Alright Trainee Lindfelt how about you 
stand over there.” he pointed just to the right of the 
where the entire flight was standing in formation. 


As | marched over to the spot he pointed at he 
commanded my fellow trainees to right face. The 
sergeant then commanded them to get into push up 


position and immediately instructed me to point at all 
of them on the ground. 


The Tech Sergeant said sternly, “Trainee Lindfelt, you 
will laugh at them and remind them they are pushing 
because of you!” | was trying so hard not to lose it 
again on the Tech Sergeant with laughter. He could 
see | was amused so he marched over to me and got 
in my face once more. “Do you want to be washed 
back? Do you want to repeat the entire last week with 
another flight?” he asked in a low angry tone. In that 
moment | almost instantly lost all amusement from 
the situation. 


| absolutely despise wasting hard work, if | continued 
my attitude | would be screwing myself, so | 
proceeded to saying aloud in a monotone voice “Ha 
ha ha, you’re all pushing because of me.” The drill 
sergeant was pleased “Good! Continue!” he 
screamed in a voice that would make the average 
person think he was losing his mind. 


“Ha ha ha, you’re all pushing because of me.” | said 
again. “Good! Scream it Trainee Lindfelt!” the training 
instructor said with an increasingly large grin on his 
face. “Ha ha ha! You’re all pushing because of me!” | 
screamed as | stared at all the trainees doing push 
ups. They were clearly getting more and more angry 
with me as the pain in their arms intensified. 


It was in that moment the reality of my situation sank 
in. | personally liked doing push ups. The more | did 
them, the more | could do, it was incredible to watch 
my arms essentially level up; these trainees 
obviously did not feel the same as | did. | had seen 
people in movies that were killed by their fellow man 
for less than what | was actively doing to my peers. 
Just looking at their faces shaking, turning red, their 


eyes locked on me as they pushed, it was one of the 
few moments in my life that changed me. 


| am living amongst animals that know their emotions 
more than basic reasoning. These were animals that 
could only see what was in front of them and in their 
haze of anger they didn’t have even a slight idea of 
what was over the horizon. It was the instinct-driven 
intellectually bankrupt animal mentality so many of 
my peers embraced, and for that | learned to always 
fear them. How could | possibly trust these raging 
idiots? 


I’m often a person who plans before he acts. If | want 
something done, | rarely do it in the moment; | lay it 
all out and proceed when | am certain of success. It’s 
only when I’m faced with extremes that | am forced to 
react without forethought. These children in the 
bodies of men laying on their aching chests at my 
feet... they were performing such a simple exercise 
and it caused them to looked as murderous as | had 
ever seen anyone be. | was nothing like them. 


“Scream it Trainee Lindfelt!” the Tl commanded “Ha 
ha ha! You're all pushing because of me!” My yell 
was no longer monotone. The confident scream | had 
before was replaced by something weak and 
distorted. The instructor could see | was disturbed by 
what was happening. It was only then he 
commanded everyone stand and reassume their 
formation at the position of attention. 


While my experiences in basic were not that 
significant, those select moments stood out to me. 
Those moments made me learn a lot about how easy 
it is to manipulate and control people. Sergeant 
Johnson alone could write a book on emotional 
warfare. Every other weekend she was threatening to 
withhold letters from home. She would tell us one day 


we were amazing and the next day we were scum. 
These animals posing as Airmen in training would 
take it out on each other, not seeing she was 
fabricating problems out of nothing just to make us 
squirm for her sadistic pleasure. 


The enjoyment Sergeant Johnson took out of putting 
us in the position of dead insects, torturing us by 
using gravity itself against us. The way my fellow 
trainees fell for every trick and trap along the way, 
some even breaking down, literally crying for their 
“mommy”. The only respect | had left for anyone in 
that entire building was the Tech Sergeant. He 
showed me in a matter of minutes how quickly he 
could turn a group of men against me. It was 
something most people never learn. Men are weak, 
often able to be controlled by even mild influences. 
Most men I’ve known should not be trusted. 


| joined the military to escape the enemy in my home, 
but here | found the world is full of people who are 
ready and willing to write you off over nothing. 


Maybe the hatred | expressed earlier in this journal 
wasn't so far off. Maybe I’m not becoming more 
mature but simply losing my grip on reality. Escaping 
my father gave me hope, and like a new goldfish 
given to a child, my hope is rapidly expiring. 


People say teenagers are stupid and out of touch 
with reality, but if our bodies die the more we age, 
what’s to say we, as people, don’t also die 
emotionally too? Are we really growing up? Or is that 
just a nice way of saying we’re dying both on the 
inside and out? 


CHAPTER 10 
FAILURE TO PERFORM 


It’s been a month now since | went through basic. 
The last entry was made during the first week of 
Security Forces training. | feel like a train bound to 
metal tracks with only one destination: becoming a 
cop for the Air Force. 


My roommate, Airman Taylor, is obsessed with 
country music despite being from Minnesota. He’s a 
scrawny looking brunette guy with brown eyes and 
pimples on his face. To save you from looking at a 
map Minnesota is right by North Dakota and shares a 
border with Canada. 


| just assumed most people who were into country 
music came from the south considering the desert 
cowboy cliché. | think it’s pretty hard to be a cowboy 
and build a snowman at the same time. Regardless 
of the fact he blasts his inbred music on a regular 
basis he seems a pretty decent guy, or that’s my 
impression of him. As | learned before, most 
everyone is socially palatable until they have a 
significant reason to be otherwise. 


| bet if you offered my roommate a hundred million 
dollars to smother me in my sleep he’d have it done 
the first chance he got. Humans seem sane because 
appearing to be that way serves us better than the 
alternative. We isolate, segregate and demonize 
people whose behaviours conflict with other 
members of society and then act surprised when 
someone snaps. We find out someone randomly 
loses it and has in fact been crazy the whole time, 
but of course “It came out of nowhere!” 


When you create a closet and tell people if they hide 
their darker traits in it, everyone will accept them: 

you’re going to have a full closet. However the reality 
of the closet is that it can only hold so much, one day 


it may burst. I’m just saying stop acting shocked 
when you find out someone you knew wound up 
being a nut job. You didn't try to connect with them 
and find out who they really were. All you did was 
give them incentive to pretend to be like you, you 
built the ship now sink with it. 


Regardless, | was able to call Ashley; our 
conversation kind of went like this. “Hey Ashley, it’s 
Arthur.” | said in a hopeful voice. Ashley replied 
“Who?” Me being horrified by this response | tried to 
remain calm and said again “Arthur, | haven’t been 
gone that long have |?” Ashley paused and then said 
“Oh, hi. | wouldn't forget the guy who took my 
virginity Arthur. | just didn’t expect you to call.” | 
replied, “Yeah, well, | thought | should.” she then said 
“Oh, ok.” in a tone that seemed completely 
disinterested. My emotions were telling me the full 
story. She had already moved on and had no desire 
to have any kind of future with me. It’s probably my 
fault considering the fact | made it clear | would never 
see my father again. | guess she just assumed | 
wrote the whole town off as well. | really thought the 
way she acted when | left was a phase and that she 
would miss me down the line. Seems I’m still 
unwanted. 


| followed up with “How’s school?” she replied, “It’s 
fine. | kind of wish | got a GED early like you did so | 
could get out of here sooner.” We sat in awkward 
silence on the phone for about a minute. | felt like | 
was sitting next to a dead house pet, expecting it to 
come back to life. | didn’t want to accept that 
something | cared about wasn’t coming back. 


| told Ashley she could email me if she ever wanted 
to talk, as | didn’t have a consistent phone number 
yet. She said ok, then goodbye. Sadly enough | think 
my father would have been happier to hear from me 


than her. It seemed like such a long time since | last 
saw her, but | probably would’ve had a new girlfriend 
in that time if she were the one who left me behind. | 
don’t blame her. 


In other news | recently found out I’m a coward. One 
of the Security Forces instructors staged a hostage 
situation right in front of class. We were sitting in a 
pretty standard, more modern classroom in the 
middle of a Security Forces training building when a 
man burst through the door of our class pointing a 
gun at our instructor while repeatedly screaming 
“Sergeant Mason” 


Quickly after the man stormed in he barked out a 
dialogue about military conspiracies. “Why don’t you 
tell them the truth about what’s really going on in the 
government? Why don’t you tell them the truth about 
what you people really are?” he. No surprise, the 
room full of Security Forces trainees did nothing. 


The sad part is | was sitting only about 12 feet from 
the man holding the gun and the only thing | did was 
zone out on the papers on my desk. | didn’t try to 
fight him, | didn’t try to alert anyone outside; | just sat 
there like a pathetic child waiting for his mommy to 
come save the day. He had a gun, | didn’t. Even if | 
felt like being a hero in place of borderline soiling my 
underwear, | didn’t see a chance for disarming the 
man. 


After what seemed like 5 minutes the gunman 
lowered his gun and started chuckling. Our instructor 
giggled to herself as well. We were obviously all 
confused but our instructor quickly cleared things up. 


“Well that’s unfortunate, | was hoping someone 
would try to stop him from blowing my brains all over 
the wall.” Sergeant Mason said. The Sergeant then 


thanked the makeshift actor for playing his part and 
revealed to us that the gun the actor was holding was 
a dummy. The barrel of his shiny silver weapon was 
welded shut preventing anything going in or out. The 
only way we could have seen this however was by 
looking down the chamber itself. 


The most humiliating moment was when Sergeant 
Mason turned to me and asked “Airman Lindfelt, you 
were right there. What were you doing?” | responded 
“| was trying not to escalate the situation, he was far 
enough away from me to get a shot off before | could 
tackle him, | didn’t want to make things worse.” | said 
it with such confidence but inside | felt like a 
complete failure. What | said was both the truth and a 
lie. 


Sure, | was probably right about the probability of 
successfully wrestling away a gun without getting 
shot, but I'd take being wrong and brave over a 
coward and right. It’s the principal of the matter. This 
world is full of people who are too afraid to face 
corruption and death head on. The same people 
would watch a father violate his own children and do 
nothing for years and years. If everyone stood up and 
fought in situations like these, would they still arise? 
If you knew 20 people would tackle you the moment 
you pulled out a gun, be honest, what are the 
chances you would ever do it? My life is meaningless 
but my existence can have more significance than 
this cowardly state if | let it. 


What | just went through proves how basic and 
irrelevant | am to this day. 


| will never stand by and watch someone become a 
victim again. 


CHAPTER 11 


IN HELL WITH AN ANGEL 


While the dorms are a miserable place I’ve met a 
pretty amazing girl named Corey Jeffries, or “Airman 
Jeffries” as I’m supposed to call her. 


| went through a suicide/homicide prevention course 
recently and was one of the only people to pass it. 
Apparently I’m one of the few people in the military 
who has the ability to show compassion for people 
about to kill themselves. Surprise right? Most of us 
are just mindless morons who practically wreck our 
pants at the idea of having the opportunity to shoot 
someone, now ask these people about the human 
side of war? Prepare to see countless military 
members go brain dead before your eyes. 


Corey was a cute short girl with brown eyes and dyed 
blonde hair. She was discouraged by the military 
dress code from having dyed hair but she clearly 
didn’t care. She was assigned my partner in digitally 
raiding these homes with pre-recorded scenarios. | 
guess it was after our experience there that she 
decided she wanted to be my friend. We were 
basically two human beings surrounded by mindless 
drones, how could we not gravitate towards one 
another? 


In the training event each Airman was called up to 
stand next to a projector with their dummy guns and 
observe the screen. This felt a lot like playing a video 
game like Time Crisis in the arcade. | watched 
student after student fail to get the suicidal digital 
characters they faced to drop their weapons. That’s 
what happens when you treat people on the verge 
like they’re rabies infected dogs. 


The computer-controlled video would take the 
trainees through a house straight into a room and the 
same guy would be on his bed with a gun to his 
head. As soon as the Airmen saw him holding a gun, 
regardless of his obvious suicidal condition, they in 
response would just scream over and over again 
“Drop the gun! Drop the gun now!” someone was 
even stupid enough to say “Drop the gun or I'll shoot” 
and everyone in the room reacted with either laugher 
or angry scoffs. 


It was clear the student threatening someone with a 
gun to his own head offended our trainer. Sargent 
Mason asked in an angry tone “You would shoot 
someone pointing a gun to themselves?” The student 
replied, “No, I’m sorry Sergeant.” Their words fell on 
deaf ears. We were still incredibly disgusted with the 
stupidity it took to even consider threatening 
someone already wanting to die. 


It was my turn to go up, Corey stood next to me and 
aimed her weapon at the screen. The projector took 
us through pretty much the same scenario. The same 
man had a gun at his side. | was glad to see the gun 
wasn't to his head yet. | began to talk to him as if he 
were really right in front of me. “Sir, we’re here to 
make things right, how can we resolve this?” | asked. 
| could hear Sergeant Mason clicking away at her 
computer mouse, no doubt selecting the next path for 
the scenario to take. “My wife left me, and | want to 
die!” the man on the projector screamed, he lifted the 
gun to his head. Crap right? | thought | was doing 
well but clearly | needed to adapt. 


The man before me wore black shorts and a white 
tank top. He was slightly heavier, middle aged and 
ungroomed. It wasn’t my job to remind him of how 
lazy he appeared or what a mess his house was. 


When someone’s about to jump you don’t push them, 
you do everything you can to pull them back. 


| quickly said, “Sir, you have so much to live for. 
Please don’t do this, we want to help you.” Hearing 
this, Corey then chimed in “Please put down the gun, 
it'll be ok!” | heard Sergeant mason click away yet 
again, the man then said, “I have nothing to live for! 
I’m gonna do it!” | felt slightly offended the computer 
didn’t register what | just said, but it wasn’t state of 
the art equipment so what can you do? 


| refused to let him give up like this. | wasn’t willing to 
accept failure. | responded to the man, “You have so 
much to live for! This situation is temporary, you can 
be happy again, don’t make this mistake!” Corey 
remained silent next to me as we both looked on in 
awkward silence. 


The man then said, “Ok, ok. I’m putting down the 
gun.” And with that we were the first two people out 
of the 14 or so that went before us to actually save 
the digital character. The room didn’t offer applause; 
everyone there simply remained quiet. The only real 
congratulations we got for being the first to save 
someone was a smile and nod from Sergeant Mason. 


It’s silly in a way but | felt really proud of myself for 
saving the character. It was like | wasn’t just this 
useless coward | previously concluded myself to be. 
Looks like | have a little bit of that ridiculous thing 
people call “hope”. 


Regardless, to my pleasant surprise Corey and | 
have been pretty inseparable since. | always try to 
eat at her table in the chow hall and she often goes 
out of her way to stand by me in formation. 


We were sitting in my dorm room the other day. “How 
old are you Arthur?” Corey asked. “I’m 18.” | said (I 


would have mentioned turning 18 earlier but 
birthdays are pretty irrelevant to me. Why should | 
celebrate being one year closer to death?). Corey 
smiled and replied, “Well | just turned 17.” | asked, 
“Why did you join so early?” she giggled and replied, 
“| graduated early and wanted to be a lit major but 
couldn't afford college, you?” | felt incredibly 
awkward. | really didn’t want to answer this question. 
Having a GED isn’t really something to brag about 
but | told her anyway “I got a GED after being 
expelled from High School for fights | had been in on 
and off campus.” Corey sat back and said “Wow! 
You’re an uneducated trouble maker aren’t you?” 
Fortunately she said it in a joking tone otherwise | 
would have died a little inside. | replied, “Yeah, you 
could say that.” she smiled and said “I’m kidding, 
there’s obviously a lot more to you. How’d your 
parents handle you joining up?” Great, another 
question | didn’t want to dive into, at all. 


Just thinking about my father’s reaction when | told 
him | was leaving made me feel sick. | didn’t want to 
talk about my dad’s excited look when he realized he 
didn’t have to put up with me anymore. | didn’t want 
to talk about how his girlfriend packed my things as 
soon as humanly possible and how ready they both 
were to say goodbye. The idea they never had to see 
me again clearly was the best thing that happened to 
them in some time. Their response was expected, 
but somehow emotionally crippling. No, Corey had 
enough information to know the amount of truth she 
needed. 


| just wanted to hang out with Corey and forget about 
my other life so | said, “Well, they’re whatever. I’m 
here, that’s all | care about.” She smiled and replied, 
“I’m glad you’re here Arthur.” | started blushing, only 
to try and wipe it away. Not a lot of people showed 


such sincere interest in me. | felt so lucky to be 
around this girl. 


Side note, yes, | realize I’m softening up, but for 
Corey, it’s what she deserves. | thought the military 
would make me an even more serious and 
domineering person, | was partially wrong. There’s 
just something about most everyone around me 
being more miserable than I’ve ever been mixed with 
being able to see Corey on a daily basis. This place 
so many describe as “Hell” has become an 
unexpected paradise for me. 


| feel like a lit match. When I’m surrounded by light, 
I’m worthless. In the dark, | thrive. 


This is where | belong. 


CHAPTER 12 
DESIGNED TO FAIL 


I’ve had a lot of problems with training since my last 
entry. A Staff Sergeant | absolutely despise 
humiliated me in front of the entire flight through a 
sequence of events. 


| was so sick of this trainer, Sergeant Cassava, 
prancing around like she owned the place when she 
was obviously barely 23 and got ahead in the Air 
Force on book smarts alone. On an uncomfortably 
hot day during one of her many emasculating rants 
she said, “You’re a bunch of pansies! You should be 
ashamed of yourselves! The way you’ve been 
performing is pathetic! You think you people deserve 
respect? You're so strong? You're nothing!” This was 
after we had all busted our butts the entire morning to 


perform to their expectations on yet another 
ridiculous training course. 


The amount of anger | felt for a baby face daddy’s girl 
like Sergeant Cassava insulting everyone in the flight 
in such a disrespectful way overrode every social 
precaution | had. | stood in the middle of our 
formation, every word she spoke added to my rage 
till | finally screamed “Sergeant Cassava! You just 
violated the UCMJ!” 


The silence that loomed after my objection was 
deafening. After seconds of no one knowing how to 
react, like the woman child she was she screeched 
back, “Who was that? Who said that? Who the hell 
said that?” | screamed again, “Airman Lindfelt!” She 
screeched once more, “Step out of formation, now!” | 
promptly complied. 


She approached me and said, “What did you just say 
to me?” Standing at the position of parade rest | 
replied, “The UCMJ specifically states you are not 
authorized to use language that emasculates Airman! 
You called us “pansies” and have used other 
emasculating terms repeatedly throughout training.” 


Sergeant Cassava had a fresh look of confusion and 
fear. We all lived by the UCMJ (The Uniform Code of 
Military Justice); it served as a system of rules we all 
had to abide by in addition to the civilian laws we 
were already subject to. 


Sergeant Cassava remained silent in front of me; she 
was obviously not as well versed on the section of 
UCMJ | was referencing. This fact was hilarious 
because it was her literal job to be educated on it. It 
was also her job to educate others on the UCMJ but 
there she was, completely dumbfounded. 


The Sergeant told me to return to formation. She 
then screeched in her normal tone “Does anyone 
else feel | violated the UCMJ?” Every Airman 
remained silent. She screeched even louder “I said, 
does anyone else feel | violated the UCMJ?” in that 
moment | was reminded how outnumbered | was. | 
was up against the mindless machine of the military. | 
was defending these morons, and here they were, 
standing there silently with their tails between their 
legs. At this point you could throw a hand grenade in 
the middle of the formation and so long as Corey 
wasn't in it, | wouldn't feel a thing. 


Upon Sergeant Cassava demanding an answer once 
more our flight screamed in sync, “No Sergeant’. The 
only person who didn’t belch out a desperate “No 
Sergeant” was Corey who was right next to me in the 
formation. | think Corey was too scared to say 
anything at all. Speaking out against higher ranking 
enlisted members, training instructors at that, was 
unheard of in the field. 


Sergeant Cassava didn’t really punish me beyond 
turning my entire flight against me that day. | thought 
the incident would be left on the training course but 
the next day | was proven wrong. 


Before | could even get into the training building my 
classroom was in, Sergeant Cassava confronted me 
outside and told me to report to a Master Sergeant 
who was waiting for me in the basement of the 
building. 


| followed her order and walked down stairs. It wasn’t 
hard to find his office as most the floor wasn’t well lit, 
and his room was brightly glowing in the middle of a 
dark hallway. As | walked in the Master Sergeant’s 
secretary greeted me saying, “Hello, how can | help 
you?” | told her | was Airman Lindfelt and she pointed 


to an already open door with an obviously infuriated 
Master Sergeant sitting behind his bright wooden 
desk just beyond it. The man had dead eyes and was 
actively staring intensely in my direction. 


Thinking to myself “Well this should be incredible.” | 
walked toward him. Without hesitation he lurched up 
and screamed, “You know nothing about the UCMJ 
Airman!” | stopped and stood silently in front of his 
desk. | asked “Would you like me to close the door 
Master Sergeant?” He immediately screamed back 
“No you...” he was clearly holding back from insulting 
me. It was like he was angry and terrified at the same 
time. The Master Sergeant then pointed at a massive 
book on his desk. “This is the UCMJ!” he lifted the 
book up and shoved it into my chest from across his 
desk. 


Now holding the fully open UCMJ in my arms, he 
commanded me to read the section | called out 
Sergeant Cassava for violating. | looked for the 
passage he wanted me to read but could not find it. 
The Master Sergeant furiously grabbed the book out 
of my hands and awkwardly tried to find the passage 
himself. Once he located it, he shoved the book back 
into my chest and pointed to it. 


| then read the passage allowed to him. As | 
expected it stated what | said it did. Why was | even 
in that office being yelled at? Clearly Sergeant 
Cassava was not authorized to use emasculating 
terms towards other enlisted members. | looked up at 
the Master Sergeant without any expression or 
emotion. The sergeant still looking furious screamed 
again “Keep reading!” | looked down at the UCMJ 
once more to see what he was talking about. 


Before | continue | want to point something out to all 
of you reading this. The UCMJ quotes we were 


issued covered only excerpts, they apparently didn’t 
tell the full story. | literally called out Sergeant 
Cassava because of how the UCMJ excerpts were 
presented within the training guide they issued us. 
What the Master Sergeant was referring to was 
something | had never seen. It was a section that 
was not included in any document | had yet seen. | 
continued to read the section | was never issued. The 
second half the paragraph specifically stated that 
emasculating people was unacceptable, “unless in a 
training environment”. 


| didn’t feel humbled; | didn’t feel like | was even 
wrong, | felt like | was screwed over. | was setup to 
fail because they issued a document directly to 
trainees stating they could not be treated a certain 
way, yet that statement was all for show. We clearly 
could be treated like we were nothing. It’s not that | 
cared about how badly we were treated, it was that | 
was specifically told we could not be treated a certain 
way only to see a spoiled brat for a sergeant break 
those alleged rules. This was really about calling her 
out and shutting her up. | am truly surrounded by 
morons. Don’t tell me the rules, and then yell at me 
for expecting them to be followed by the people who 
told me them. 


Our training guide gave many people who read it the 
false impression that men are to be treated like men 
no matter what. | shouldn’t be surprised, this wasn’t 
the first injustice | experienced in the military, and it 
wasn't the last. 


The Master Sergeant continued screaming at me 
after | read that section but | wasn’t paying attention. 
| was brewing in the reminder as to why | hate most 
everyone. | haven’t softened up after all; all the hate 
was coming back. 


| imagined shoving a chainsaw in the gut of the 
screaming Master Sergeant and cutting him down 
like a tree. The satisfaction it would give me watching 
him choke on his own blood as he gargled bloody 
screams at me. This was a con job, they set me up to 
fail and he knew it. | wanted to see him bleed for his 
deception. 


The pathetic part of this entire incident is it doesn’t 
end with the Master Sergeant trying to humiliate me 
in front of his secretary. Hours after | was excused 
from the Master Sergeants office, Sergeant Cassava 
called me in front of the entire flight out in the field 
and educated everyone on what happens to Airman 
who try to correct his or her superior enlisted 
members. What a joke. 


Them mocking someone for standing up for the 
UCMJ was specifically mind numbing due to the fact 
the very same people who regularly encouraged us 
to report corruption within the military were now 
discouraging us from... reporting corruption? It 
wasn't just an enlisted member wellness issue; it was 
a PR issue for the entire Air Force. None of this 
mattered in this fleeting moment to anyone but me it 
seemed. These drones posing as human beings 
could only see 10 feet in front of them, that’s how you 
drive off a cliff boys and girls, stay stupid. 


Sergeant Cassava just had to parade around about 
her victory over me, a mere infant of the military. This 
newborn military baby who quoted a section of the 
UCMJ she didn’t even know existed before she was 
confronted about it. Do punch lines get better than 
that? She was a walking-talking comedy show. 
Problem is you had to have a working brain to 
understand why she was so tragically hilarious. 


A male training Sergeant called out “Airman Lindfelt! 
Step out of formation and report to the front!” | 
complied; obviously in the military you rarely have a 
choice when it comes to direct commands. Once | 
stood in front of my flight as he commanded, the 
male training Sergeant spoke aloud to everyone 
around. He said, “This is an example of an Airman 
who has failed you all. This is an example of an 
Airman who speaks without knowing the slightest bit 
about what he’s talking about.” You bastard, god | 
would love to shove my fist down your throat and 
watch you suffocate like a helpless beached fish in 
front of your precious puppets. 


As | stood there being ridiculed in front of my peers 
more rules of the military kept bouncing around my 
mind. Rules specifically frowning on singling enlisted 
members out or using humiliation tactics, but this 
time | doubted myself. The rules | read prior were 
obviously not the full story, | was better off remaining 
silent and letting them bask in their false victory. 
Even if | was right and proceeded to call them out on 
rules they were now breaking, who cared about the 
truth anymore? These Airmen were sick of me. 


The rest of the day, when we weren't forced into 
formation, | spent in isolation. This wasn’t by order of 
the sergeants, but by the choice of my peers. | was a 
cancer to them, and the only one who would even 
look at me without scorn was Corey. As | sat alone 
she looked my way a couple times, one of the times | 
looked directly after her, she smiled and waved. That 
single act of kindness was enough to get me through 
the rest of the day. 


CHAPTER 13 
COWARD'S WAY OUT 


Once again it’s been some time since | last updated 
my journal. I’m stationed in Oklahoma now; Corey 
was Stationed here as well. Initially she was 
supposed to go to North Dakota. You know, North 
Dakota? It’s basically a frozen hellhole. Fortunately 
she was able to trade her destination with someone 
who had the same security clearance as her. Just like 
that, she was bound for the same base. 


I’m not exactly sure what it is with her and I, but we 
haven’t wound up in a typical guy girl relationship. 
You know how people of the opposite gender work 
right? First they get to know a bit about each other, 
eventually or right away both people wind up single, 
one thing leads to another and bam, the girl’s 
pregnant. That’s not us | guess. 


| literally gratify myself to the thought of her on a 
regular basis but that’s literally the limitation of our 
relationship beyond friendship. | would make a move 
but there’s just something that screams for me not to. 
Also, I’m generally terrified of screwing things up 
between us. A lot of times there’s a point when you 
get to know a girl where you have to decide whether 
you’re going to be friends or date and | think that ship 
has not only sailed but is long forgotten. 


Now she and | basically just act like typical guy 
friends, we hang out in our dorms, play video games 
and talk crap about literally everyone else in the 
entire squadron. Corey specifically likes to make fun 
of male Airmen. She finds the ones who try to act 
tough the most pathetic and desperate. She said a lot 
of them are just little boys trying to fit in “big boy 
pants.” Hard to disagree, there are 50 year old men 
who act like they’re 10, why not these 18-26 year old 
Airmen? 


Oklahoma in general is a crap-infested brown ghetto 
of a state. There aren’t many trees; | have yet to see 
a single mountain and the entire base itself is 
completely flat. This place is littered with dirt and 
dead grass. Even our dorms are brown. Talk about 
eye-garbage. 


Anyway, Corey has been pretty upset with me 
regularly volunteering to be deployed overseas to 
hostile countries. Here’s the thing, from what I’ve 
seen on TV and heard from the Sergeants, it’s 
important we volunteer as the people we’re taking on 
are far worse than us. Based on everything I’ve 
heard the good people in those countries need us to 
help them. Just reading what | just wrote makes me 
feel like a sucker, but | can only go off the information 
that’s available. The info | has all point to us being 
the good guys. If | don’t help when given the 
opportunity, what am I? The coward | promised 
myself | would never be again? No. 


| hate the idea of refusing to assist people in need, so 
whenever the opportunity comes up, I’m there. Corey 
however literally ran off crying back in training when 
the Sergeants played a practical joke on us. The 
training instructors told us we were all getting 
deployed right away and our destination base plans 
were cancelled. No North Dakota, no Oklahoma, 
straight to the desert for us. 


| would have chased after Corey when she ran off but 
she went in the girl’s restroom. | also was 
experiencing problems of my own, specifically a 
massive sinking feeling in my chest. | wasn’t ready to 
be deployed back then either; | wanted to get settled 
at my new base first. Fortunately that was all a sick 
joke. Enough time has passed, now I’m ready. 


So far I’ve been through two pre-deployment training 


sessions, | learned how to fire a number of weapons 
including the shotgun, machine gun grenade 
launcher (yes, that exists) and a couple heavy 
machine guns. They’re all pretty terrifying machines. 


The big problem with me getting deployed is I’m 
always a backup to go. I’m the guy the Air Force 
goes to when someone finds out they’re pregnant or 
has another medical condition that prevents them 
from being deployed. 


Speaking of which, let’s talk about that. 


Something the military regularly does is incentivizes 
people to treat their bodies like crap. They do this by 
refusing to send people who can’t meet a certain 
physical standards. The process is actually entirely 
reasonable considering a medically messed up 
person puts everyone else in jeopardy out in the field, 
but the abuse of this system is constant. It’s always 
the social rejects that take advantage of these 
generous precautions. You may think I’m an outcast 
at my new base but in reality I’m generally accepted. 
No one but Corey came with me from my last flight 
and since then | haven't upset really anyone. As for 
these physical rejects? They always have problems 
making friends wherever they go and are regularly 
awkward, like something’s wrong with their brains. 


For instance once Sergeant seems to be blatantly 
getting fatter so she can’t pass her physical training 
test. She hasn’t been sent anywhere since she got to 
the base years ago and now very likely can’t get 
deployed either, or so that’s what she told me when 
we were posted together. 


Then there’s this other Sergeant who has sleep 
apnoea. Coincidentally every person I’ve seen sleep 
apnoea also has horrible dieting habits. | wish these 


people would put down the doughnuts, cut the cake 
out of their daily consumption and serve their 
goddamn country so people who actually have 
honour wouldn’t have to catch bullets in place of 
them. What irony right? If they did that it would make 
them brave wouldn't it? This is why cowards live and 
courageous people die. 


In the military if you get pregnant, they say you not 
only lose your ability to be deployed, but also can 
elect to separate from the military entirely. We all 
know the military isn’t just something you can just 
quit on a whim. You sign a contract when you join 
that you're legally bound to. What this means is there 
are likely thousands of babies out there who literally 
exists because mommy simply got tired of serving 
her country. 


Kids are not tools you use to get out of your 
obligations. Sadly this is the side effect of giving good 
people reasonable options. Screwed up people take 
advantage of those options and abuse them. 


Regardless, after multiple failed attempts to get 
deployed to a hostile country, | finally volunteered to 
get deployed to South Korea. It’s technically 
considered a deployment as North and South Korea 
are still officially at war. The two countries constantly 
look like they’re at peace considering there hasn't 
been a truly hostile act between them for quite a few 
years, but they say everyone has their fingers on the 
trigger, it’s just a matter of time. 


| don't buy it. | think they’ll never go to actual war 
again. If it really is safe I’m hoping Corey volunteers 
as well. She is basically the only person | want to be 
around, ever. 


CHAPTER 14 


THE WRONG MOVE 


So you know what | said earlier regarding something 
about Corey being different? As if there were an 
internal voice screaming for me to not make a move 
on her? Well | was right. The other night | was sitting 
in my pyjamas on my bed. | was in my dorm room 
waiting for Corey to get back. She was a little late as 
the Airman who was supposed to take her post failed 
to show up. 


As | waited for her alone in my room, | felt | wasn’t 
exactly prepared for what was about to happen. | told 
Corey earlier | had some crazy news to give her. How 
was she going to take it? Would we realize the end 
was near and finally confess our feelings? Did she 
even feel what | felt? 


Finally she showed up looking happy to see me. 
Corey said “Hey, I’m missed you today. Thought 
about you a lot on post.” | smiled and said, “Missed 
you too.” She gave me a big smile and | continued, 
“So the news | had...” She replied in a tired but 
interested tone, “Yeah, tell me about it.” | confessed, 
“I’m going to South Korea.” Complete silence invaded 
the room. Corey clearly didn’t like what she just 
heard. Regardless of her natural disappointment, she 
didn’t want to discourage me, she replied “Oh. | 
guess that’s better than the desert.” 


| tried to stay positive; | knew she volunteered shortly 
after | convinced her to so there was a chance we 
could go together. | said, “Well, you volunteered for 
South Korea too remember? They might send you a 
short while after me.” Suddenly it became obvious 
she was struggling to make it appear like she was ok. 
Her efforts gave out and her lips sank into a frown. 
Corey put her hands on her face and began to cry. | 


quickly moved towards her and hugged her. She 
leaned into my hug and began to soak my pyjama 
top with her tears. Was this about me? | asked, 
“What's going on?” as her tears continued to fall, she 
said, “I’m getting deployed already. They can’t send 
me to Korea. I’m slotted to go somewhere else.” 


Sadness overtook me; this was a guarantee that we 
wouldn’t be seeing each other for some time. On top 
of that bad news she was going to an actual war 
zone, whereas my “deployment” was to a place that 
had no significant conflicts since before | was born. 
My deployment was ideal; | was going from a flat and 
dirty nothing state to a scenery and nature-rich exotic 
nation. 


Now trying to wipe the tears away from her face she 
rose up and said, “It’s ok, | joined the military 
voluntarily, | should have expected this.” | replied, 
“Yeah, but we didn’t expect each other.” she let out a 
painful laugh and said “That’s true, you suck.” | 
smiled and softly laughed. 


A good portion of the night Corey & | sat on my tiny 
bed watching movies. At some point | felt it was 
reasonable to put my arm around her. She seemed to 
react like she was happy | did. This made me pretty 
happy so | looked at her with a warm smile. 


Whatever we were watching, | don’t even remember. 
| had been fantasizing about being with Corey since | 
met her and the realization | was going to lose her 
soon made me desperate to make a move. 


Without much hesitation with my arm still around her 
| said “Corey?” she looked at me with a look of 
nervous concern on her face. | just hoped her facial 
expression meant she was scared about our 
friendship changing. | was going to go for it. | leaned 


in to kiss her but before | could make contact with her 
lips she said under her breath “Stop.” We were so 
close | could feel her breath softly impact my lips. 
The warm sweet smelling air released just beyond 
her lips almost soothed the heartache | felt. 


No, | was heartbroken, | felt like | was being ripped 
apart inside from just that one word. Instead of 
pulling back | quickly diverted my lips toward her ear 
and whispered, “I have no idea what you're talking 
about.” 


Immediately Corey began busting out laughing. “You 
are such a freaking idiot!” she screamed with a grin 
on her face as she rose to her knees while moving to 
the base of my bed. | smiled looking across the bed 
at her and replied, “Hey I’m just watching a movie 
here.” She laughed when she heard me struggle to 
maintain my dignity and screamed back “Oh bull crap 
you idiot!” and continued to laugh. My face was 
blushing but | tried to hide it. 


Corey saw the look of embarrassment on my face 
and said, “Awe, I’m sorry. Let’s finish the movie and 
you can sleep your urges off ok?” | mumbled under 
my breath “I have no urges and you're just a crazy 
person saying crazy things.” Again, she busted out 
laughing and calling me an idiot, but for some reason 
moved back to sit beside me. 


Still giggling she said, “Put your arm back around me 
you idiot.” | smiled embarrassingly, sighed and put 
my arm around her again. As Corey looked at me, 
her eyes appeared as if they were seeing fireworks 
go off for the first time. They were full of life and 
accompanied by a cheesy grin on her face. As she 
stared at me with that silly look she said, “I love you, 
you idiot.” 


It was the first time she said she loved me. 
Unfortunately this new confession was accompanied 
by her calling me an idiot. That fact isn’t important. | 
love her too, so | said it back. 


Just like Corey said, we finished the movie and 
shortly after she went back to her room. 


Despite her positive spin on what happened | still 
took the rejection to heart. | basically cried myself to 
sleep, which is something | don’t ever remember 
doing over a girl. 


At least she loves me. 


CHAPTER 15 
DEATH IS YOUR WINGMAN 


Unfortunately since the last time | updated this 
journal my life has been saturated with tragedy. 


We left off just after | failed in my attempt to kiss 
Corey. Since then I’ve barely been able to see her, in 
part probably due to me making the wrong move with 
her, but also because of my ex randomly coming 
back into my life via a strange email. 


The email read “Arthur, | need you.” and that’s all. | 
called her and as soon as she heard my voice she 
started crying. “What’s going on Ashley?” | asked. 
She replied, “How can you not know?” | had no idea 
what she was talking about so | asked again for her 
to explain. “Thomas is dead Arthur!” she said angrily. 


| didn’t know. How | was supposed to know? She 
never talked to me, what did she expect? | remained 
calm; she was the victim, not me. Knowing she went 
through a loss | said, “That’s awful, I’m sorry.” she 
replied angrily again “Do you not even know about 


the school shooting?” | couldn’t believe what | was 
hearing. Despite shootings happening all over the 
country every other month | still couldn’t process how 
it would happen to a school | went to. 


Ashley continued lecturing me, “God what is wrong 
with you Arthur? Everyone in the country knows this! 
Or | thought they did till | talked to you! God!” 
Immediately after saying that she continued crying. | 
was so detached from reality being in the military. | 
literally just showed up to work & went home. | barley 
spoke to anyone, especially since Corey and | 
haven't been talking much. My detachment from 
reality couldn’t have come at a worse time. 


“Do you want me to fly home?” | asked. Ashley 
replied “Yes, of course! God!” in a tone implying | was 
a jerk just for thinking | might not have to. | asked, “I 
don’t want to see my dad while I’m there, can | just 
stay with you?” She replied in a weak voice “Yes 
Arthur.” 


| asked for emergency leave through the sergeant in 
charge of me and was able to fly to Ashley the next 
day. When | arrived at the airport | saw Ashley 
standing alone. The look in her eyes was absolutely 
hopeless; it was like | was staring at a burning 
building just about to cave in. She was waiting for me 
to show up but had no idea | was already there. | 
imagine it was her teary eyes blurring her vision. 


As soon as she saw me she dropped her face 
towards ground, I’m guessing she was trying not to 
lose it. | suppose her reaction was similar to how 
when children get hurt, a lot of times they don’t cry till 
they see someone they know will comfort them. It’s 
often only when they see you that they fall apart. 


Our sorrow & our loved ones have a similar 
relationship to the one we have with beds in a way, 
we wouldn’t throw ourselves upon cement when 
we're exhausted, but the moment we see a mattress 
we free-fall. 


| walked up to Ashley and gave her a hug. Her face 
pressed against my neck. After only a couple 
seconds she began kissing my skin. | was caught off 
guard. | didn’t understand why she would even think 
about kissing me but mid through that thought she 
grabbed the back of my head and pressed her lips on 
mine. 


| was incredibly confused but | didn’t want to upset 
her even more... that and | hadn’t kissed anyone in 
some time. In fact now that | think about it, Ashley 
was the last person | was physically intimate with. | 
just felt bad, like | was taking advantage of her 
sadness. 


Ashley and | continued to kiss in the airport till she 
randomly stepped back and said, “Ok, let’s go.” It 
was in such a bipolar tone, as if she wasn’t just 
crying and we weren't just making out. 


Ashley grabbed my bag and dragged it out for me. 
Her pulling my luggage around was hilarious 
because she’s not a large girl so it looked really 
disproportionate. Thing is | knew she was tough and 
was doing everything she could to keep her mind off 
her brother so again, | let her have her way rather 
than trying to be a cliché gentleman. 


When we arrived at the front of her house she 
informed me it was empty. She explained it was 
because her father was constantly out drinking. She 
didn’t bother explaining further than that. | assumed 


he ran to the bottle as his form of coping with the 
death in his family. She had pretty steep stairs up to 
her house so | elected myself to take over the 
luggage hauling. 


Ashley didn’t hesitate to continue our make out 
session once we were inside and the door was 
closed. The click of the door closing was like the 
hammer of a gun slamming into a bullet named 
Ashley. She threw herself upon me; in that moment it 
became crystal clear why exactly | was there. Her 
father used alcohol to escape and Ashley was going 
to use me. 


| was the same as the heavy luggage she hauled 
through the airport. | was a distraction, a physically 
tasking experience to get her mind off death. Most 
every time we slept together that week she did most 
the work. Any time | tried to get on top of her she 
would pin me back to the ground with my back on the 
bed or floor and continue using me as if | was, and | 
hate to say this but it’s true, an exercise machine. 


Beads of her sweat mixed with an occasional tear fell 
on me as she slammed her body into me over and 
over. | felt horrible for her; | wanted to do everything | 
could for her, to ease her pain, so | went along with 
her every demand without hesitation. 


It wasn't really romantic; it wasn’t emotional for me 
either. People deal with death in different ways. 
Focusing on the physical, distracting her emotions 
with exhaustion and repeated orgasmic sensations 
was her escape. She was a beautiful girl and | cared 
about her, | did what came naturally, | let her have 
me completely and as often as she wanted. 


At the funeral some girl named Lisa gave a long 
speech about how much she loved Ashley’s brother. 
She shared more sobs than words with us. She was 
an absolute wreck, even more so than Ashley herself. 


The reality about this girl Lisa however is | knew she 
would be over Thomas in no time. She would likely 
find some other guy to pretend to “truly love” in a few 
weeks. 


Love is a funny thing, call it evolution, spiritual or 
whatever else you like, names are just products of 
someone’s opinion. Names don’t change the reality 
of what that name is attached to. The fact is love 
makes sense from a Darwinist perspective. It’s 
logical that we mourn the loss of others enough to 
make everyone around think that person had real 
value. It’s nice to think in their shoes people would 
care about us in a similar way, it gives us reason not 
to up and hang ourselves just yet. Yet despite this act 
of consideration, we still get over the fallen and often 
find someone to fill the void they left. If it's a 
boyfriend, you may cry the rest of your life over them, 
all the while sleeping with some other man. The 
species must go on right? 


Don’t you see it? We want people to care about us. 
Knowing people care keeps us going. Eventually we 
die and people express how much we meant to 
them... then? Well then they practically forget us and 
often experience their life as if we were never there 
to begin with. 


If we didn’t care about other people... if we didn’t 
care about ourselves, many of us wouldn’t want to 
survive. What would be the point? Evolution must 
have created the concept of love. Our relationships 
with other human beings were biologically invented to 


get us to live on and multiply. Love is simply a vessel 
used to deliver us a false sense of purpose and 
value. Congratulations human species, you tricked us 
all into outliving our reproductive organs. That’s all 
you wanted right? Stick around till your junk stops 
working, then die. 


Maybe we as a species have a purpose, but me? 
You? The world wouldn’t even know we were gone. 
Looking at this girl cry about her boyfriend, Lisa? She 
would be bouncing on some other guy’s bare lap as if 
her dead boyfriend never existed in a month, tops. 


| basically played the same role for Ashley. | was 
there to make her feel valued. | was her reason not to 
shove a gun in her own mouth and paint her pretty 
bedroom walls with chunks of crimson. 


Not too long after the funeral | had to return to base 
as | only had one week left before my deployment. | 
was ready to get out of there. | loved Ashley for a 
number of reasons, but she didn’t have a clear mind, 
and | no doubt already fully served my purpose there. 


Now when | say | love Ashley, it’s not like the love | 
feel for Corey. It’s more than apparent Corey isn’t 
interested in me physically, while Ashley is. 
Meanwhile Ashley wants nothing to do with a long- 
term relationship with me; Meanwhile Corey could 
literally be happy just being my best friend well into 
old age. One girl was physically compatible, the other 
emotionally. It was like | was standing at a dead end 
road. | felt like there just had to be a way to get 
through. There had to be a way to make it all work. 


Regardless, the entire time | was with Ashley, | 
wasn’t able to pull out. She was on top of me for 
most all of it and refused to get off me when | told her 


to. | didn’t even care that | might have gotten her 
pregnant though. The risk of her carrying my child 
wasn't a bad thing to me. If she had a baby, | would 
take care of them both. Money isn’t my focus in life. 
Taking responsibility when it comes to people | love is 
essential to me. 


Ashley may not bond with me like Corey does; she 
likely doesn’t even love me as much as Corey does. 
Even so, Ashley would make a beautiful and 
considerate parent. Knowing she would be a good 
mom is enough for me to be proud if she carried my 
child. 


In the few days before deployment | was able to meet 
up with Corey multiple times. It was nice actually; she 
kind of repaired things between us the day | got back. 
Her kissing me on the cheek and reminding me she 
loved me helped a lot. 


Corey's love seemed to always come with a little 
heartache. She was getting deployed to a combat 
zone; love just increased the pain of that reality. | 
thought to myself “Great, one more reason to fall 
apart if you die.” 


| love Corey; | love Ashley and neither one of them 
wants to date me. They both have their own 
agendas. Ashley clearly has no interest in being a 
military wife; she’s probably still waiting for a guy who 
better compliments her state of mind than | do. As for 
Corey, I’m still trying to figure her out. Maybe I’m 
literally just not physically attractive to her. 


Nevertheless, Corey helped me pack and took me to 
the airport. She’s probably a little upset with me due 
to me tricking her at the last second. When we 
hugged and said goodbye she went to kiss me so | 


seized the opportunity. As she leaned in | quickly 
turned my head at the perfect time so her lips would 
connect with mine. That act resorted in me getting 
slapped on the face, but it was so worth it. Her lips 
were literally the softest things | had ever felt on 
mine. That woman is literally perfect. 


The last thing | said to Corey before she left was that 
| loved her; the last thing she said to me was 
“Asshole.” She had a smile when she said it but still... 
| really hope that’s not literally the last thing she ever 
says to me. Jesus. 


CHAPTER 16 


BLOOD FUEL 


| arrived in South Korea during the summer so it was 
incredibly hot and humid. It’s strange seeing mostly 
only people with black hair walking around. | never 
really thought about how diverse America was till | 
left it. Maybe I’ve been stupid to not think outside my 
own little culture more than | have. There’s so much 
more to this planet than | imagined. Reflecting on this 
reminded me that | was just another inexperienced 
kid born into a sheltered life. 


Once | made it through the Korean airport in Seoul | 
was directed to load a bus headed toward my base. 
During our horrifying bus ride of weaving in and out 
of freeway lanes at top speed towards my new home 
they played us a documentary on the relationship 
between North and South Korea. As | already 
understood it spoke of how the two countries were 
still at war but hadn't fought in some time due to an 


agreement they established. It wasn’t peace, but it 
looked something like it. 


Once we arrived to the base, our commander Lt. Col. 
Hoss greeted us. The giant-sized man stood at 
parade rest as our bus pulled up which basically told 
me he took himself a little too seriously. | suppose | 
would too if | had to special order my BDU’s because 
my chest was more broad than the average 
professional wrestler. The fact he radiated formality 
told me we were in for a type of treatment that met or 
exceeded the physical demands | experienced in 
Basic. 


Lt. Col. Hoss puffed out his chest proudly and said, 
“Welcome to war troops! Get on your faces!” We 
were all a little put off by his immediate demand for 
us performing push ups considering we just got off a 
painfully long flight but we assumed the position 
regardless. 


The commander belted out furiously, “You may not 
think we’re at war, but we are. Any day those 
Chongers could be hopping the fence and you know 
what happens when they do that? We fight, or we 
die.” He scanned us all with his eyes as we rested on 
our bellies looking up at him as compliantly as we 
could. “Why are you just looking at me? Push troops! 
Push!” he screamed. 


As we began doing push ups the Lt. Col. continued, 
“’ve been at this base 4 years and I’ve loved every 
hellish day of it. Before you begin your routine duty 
on this base you will go through an orientation & 
specialized training course. This course is not only 
physically demanding...” at some point | stopped 
listening to him. | was so mentally spent after being 
awake as long as | had been; there was no chance | 


was going to mentally survive processing another 
military speech. 


After a while of doing push ups | got kicked in the 
ribs; it was the Lt. Col. “You can stop now.” he said in 
a somewhat surprised tone. | had no idea how long | 
had been doing push ups, | guess the commander 
and Airmen | arrived with were all watching me 
overkill the exercise like | was an anomaly or 
something. 


Without delay | apologized to the Lt. Col. for not 
hearing him repeatedly telling me to stop before he 
got physical. Apparently the other Airman had 
stopped because their arms were already giving out. 
| was always good at push-ups; it’s part of what 
makes me intimidating in fights. Push-ups are 
basically our way of simulating slow non-impactful 
punching. One of the Airmen said, “Dude, did you 
black out?” | smiled and quickly returned to a fully 
standing position saying, “I’m just tired.” The 
Commander chuckled and replied, “Clearly not 
troop!” The Airmen laughed, but | was extremely 
mentally tired. | had nothing here for me in South 
Korea. | just wanted to do my time there and get out 
of the military when my contract expired. 


The training our new commander was talking about 
before involved two weeks of academic and physical 
torture. Despite them doing their best to fling 
hardships our way, for some reason, | didn’t really 
care. We slept about an average of 4 hours a night 
and barely got to shower. The entire time | was just in 
some other zone that removed me from the 
pressures everyone else was going through. 


My near-complete detachment from reality may have 
been due to what | went through with my father. Just 


knowing | didn’t have to see him anymore made 
physical training, sleep deprivation and academic 
stress seemed like a pleasant alternative. 


| should probably talk about the incident with the red 
man suit now. 


Basically during the physical portion of our course, 
when we weren't marching around the base with 75- 
pound bags on our backs, we were fighting. What 
normally happens during fighting exercises is one of 
the trainers gets in a well-padded red man suit and 
fights trainees. Basically we’re allowed to give him 
our worst and are expected to act like our fighting a 
padded man isn’t completely futile. 


Senior Airman Martinez was the trainer in the suit. He 
had each of us stand in front of him and told us if we 
could defeat him, we would automatically pass the 
whole course. This would mean we would be exempt 
from having to complete the worst part of training to 
come. The final examinations and 48-hour mock 
missions, all avoidable if we just beat down the red 
man. Offering us that reward was probably one of the 
worst mistakes Airman Martinez ever made. 


| was third in line to take on the Martinez. He was 
actually impressively talented at humiliating the other 
Airmen with leg sweeps. He also clearly understood 
the advantage of guiding their heads to the ground. 
When you control a person’s head, their body is often 
yours to direct as well. | was so lucky to be able to 
study his fighting style before it was my turn. 


Martinez wasn’t too rough with the Airmen however; 
in fact he was very graceful with his fighting tactics 
despite looking like a giant red douche canoe. The 
only negative thing he would do is laugh at the troops 


when they were on the ground. It was humiliating for 
every Airman, but humiliation wasn’t the reason why | 
did what | was about to do. 


| made a choice to take the path of least resistance. 

Each trainee had a semi-hardened wand they would 
hit the red man’s pads with. The other trainees didn’t 
use it very efficiently but | knew how to maximize it’s 
potential. 


As soon as Airman Martinez said “Alright, next 
victim.” something inside me was unleashed. | 
marched towards Airman Martinez and allowed him 
to strike me in my head repeatedly. He screamed, 
“Fight back Airman!” but | wasn’t ready. | stood at 
attention as he continued to hit me. “What’s wrong 
with you?” he asked and punched me again in the 
side of the head. 


| allowed punch after punch to collide with me, some 
causing me to fall out of the position of attention, but 
every time | stood back up and restored my stance. 
Martinez screamed “You're acting like a psycho, be 
normal!” and smacked me in the head again. 


Martinez then tried to leg sweep me but | jumped his 
limb like a jump rope and returned to the position of 
attention. My behaviour was clearly disturbing 
Martinez so he decided to try and make an example 
of me. Hilariously | must have been punched sixteen 
times before my nose began to bleed. 


| mumbled to myself “Alright. Go ahead.” Immediately 
| broke out my position of attention. | placed the base 
of my baton into a locked fist and thrust it forward like 
a spear. | hit my target and the baton slid right 
between the bars of his mask so it would violently 


make contact with his nose. Unfortunately the mask 
stopped the baton before it made full contact. In 
response to my attempt to seriously harm him, 
Martinez screamed “What the...” but before he could 
finish his sentence | jumped up and kicked the baton 
deeper, driving it into his face. Aloud pop sound rang 
out and Martinez began screaming. For some reason 
| didn’t stop despite the fight being obviously over. 
Maybe | was just upset about him giving me a bloody 
nose. 


| proceeded to leg sweep him as he did the other 
students. As his body fell he continued to scream 
over the baton being bashed into his face. In my final 
move | grabbed the front of his foot. | remember 
feeling his toes wiggle in pain through his boot as | 
strategically positioned his foot so | could break his 
ankle. Once his foot was where | wanted it to be, | 
proceeded to stomping on his ankle with all my 
weight till | heard a snapping sound. 


Martinez screamed unlike anyone | had ever heard. 
Chills of satisfaction surged through my body as the 
other Airmen screamed at me. | didn’t understand 
what they were saying; | was lost in a feeling of 
accomplishment. In a significant way | wished the 
man practically crying on the ground wasn’t Martinez. 
There were so many other people who deserved to 
suffer and | barely knew this Airman. 


The world was full of injustice; | could feel myself 
slipping into darkness. | was becoming just another 
broken gun. Innocent people were becoming 
collateral damage of my deteriorating personality. 


This is what happens when I’m thousands of miles 
from anyone who loves me. | have no purpose, and 


right then | felt like inflicting the pain | felt on 
someone else. 


For a brief moment, watching his suffering made me 
forget my own. 


CHAPTER 17 
UNFRIENDLY FIRE 


| started another entry despite it just being a 
continuation of the last because there’s so much to 
tell about what’s been going on. 


So the other trainers heard screaming in the large 
near-empty room we were training in. They walked in 
casually as if nothing was wrong until they realized 
the person screaming on the floor was their fellow 
trainer. 


Martinez still had the baton jammed in his face while 
he grabbed his throbbing pain-soaked foot. He 
suffered quite a bit it seemed. Good. Most of his 
screaming was incoherent but something | could 
understand clearly was him crying, “He’s psycho! 
He’s psycho!” 


| stood at parade rest with my own blood running 
down my face as the trainers pulled the red man suit 
off Martinez. One of the older Sergeants ordered a 
student standing behind me to call the on base 
hospital and tell them to send an ambulance. 


The very same Sergeant then instructed the trainees 
to grab me and force me to sit down in the corner of 
the room. None of the trainees actually followed this 
order, they were afraid of me. | chimed in “It’s ok, I'll 
sit down on my own.” and walked over to a nearby 
seat. 


The ambulance workers lifted up a now half red man 
suited Martinez and hauled him into their vehicle 
rather quickly. The older Sergeant ordered all the 
trainees to make sure | didn’t go anywhere and left 
another Sergeant behind with us as well. He then 
went to the back office and slammed the door. 


After only a few moments of my fellow trainees 
staring at me like | was a nuclear bomb about to go 
off the Sergeant came back out of his office with 
handcuffs in his hand. 


In a stern voice he said “Hands on the wall, feet 
spread Airman.” | complied with his order without 
delay. He proceeded to handcuffing me, and quickly 
after brought me to a cell within the main squadron 
building. In that cell | sat without shoes or my BDU 
top for a few hours. 


Eventually the Commander of the squadron 
approached my cell, | immediately stood at attention 
as he asked, “Are you a psycho troop?” The question 
was painfully familiar. | replied still at attention “I am 
whatever the military wants me to be Col. Hoss.” Col. 
Hoss replied, “The military does not want you to 
break the ankles of other Airmen, that much should 
be common sense troop.” | replied, “Yes sir.” The Col. 
continued, “It’s about 4am and the trainers don’t want 
you to finish the course. In fact your fellow trainees 
don’t seem to want you back either. With that being 
said, you will now return to your room. For the 


remainder of this week you will report to the base 
therapist office at 10 hundred hours ever day till they 
release you. Got it troop?” 


| replied “Understood sir’ and saluted as he walked 
away. As the Col. walked away he yelled “Jesus 
Christ troop!” | guess he had never met an Airman 
like me. The thing is, he couldn't really punish me for 
injuring someone in a red man suit during a training 
exercise of that nature. It just doesn’t look right on 
paperwork to reprimand a person for being too 
efficient of a fighter when they’re in the military, 
especially when it was against a man in a padded 
suit. | Knew this, the colonel knew this, but obviously 
there’s a limit. Maybe | would find out where that limit 
was if an opportunity came up again. 


Regardless, | just finished my last day of sitting in a 
therapist’s office a few days ago. They brought up my 
father a lot, saying | was holding back information 
from them and that he was the root of all my 
problems. My father was none of their business, he 
was dead to me, and that’s all | had to say to these 
strangers about it. They didn’t even know my mother 
had died. Maybe if they did they wouldn’t assume | 
was such a generic head case. 


| would have been more forthcoming with personal 
information, but | didn’t trust them. Why would I? 
Psychiatrists on my base are trained by the military 
on how to deal with crazy people right? In other 
words drones programmed by other machines to deal 
with humans. No thanks. 


Fortunately | heard the head doctors cleared me for 
returning to duty since then. | have no interest in 

being discharged from the military anytime soon so 
long as living with my father remains the alternative. 


It would be especially unreasonable if my discharge 
were a result anyone thinking I’m too violent to be 
enlisted. Is that not what we’re here for? 


The military is primarily just a weapon, plain and 
simple. Did they really expect every Airman to go 
through combat training to be unable to destroy the 
man hiding behind the red man suit? 


We’re only allowed to be killers and psychopaths 
when they put their stamp of approval on it right? 
Otherwise there’s something wrong with us. 


I’m sure I'll be subjected to plenty more faulty military 
logic as time passes. 


CHAPTER 18 
YOU GOT WHAT YOU ORDERED 


So an incredible amount of things have happened but 
first off, | want to talk about this girl Rachel, aka 
Airman Norman. | know what you're thinking “Oh 
god, another one.” and you're right, I’m pathetic, | 
bounce from woman to woman and move extremely 
fast with them, | get it. Really I’m just another 
defective product of this ridiculous species, just like 
you. My point is that there is no point in pretending | 
don’t have basic human needs. Be realistic. 


So this girl... Rachel Norman. | call her “Booty”. If 
you saw her, you’d probably understand why, 
(goddamn). She came to our base only a few weeks 
ago and we immediately connected. She’s not my 
race, in fact she’s the first girl I’ve been with that’s 


has a different skin colour than me but god; we 
literally wreck each other when we're alone. She’s 
fulfilled most every desire I’ve ever had. In addition to 
the more than pleasant physical side of our 
relationship, things have been mostly drama free. 
This is a welcomed alternative to the normal 
reoccurring sequences in my life. 


In general I’ve been feeling a lot more at home here. 
Most people are desperate to get away from this 
base, but for me it’s practically paradise at this point. 
They encourage my mentality here, they don’t tell me 
to believe in made up gods or eat a certain diet; they 
want me to be the bone breaker | was born to be. 
The way I’m treated, the way | feel, it’s practically the 
polar opposite of what | had back home. 


This base has a far lower population density than I’m 
used to which means less people for me to hate 
being around; it’s generally far quieter too. On top of 
that, the person | sleep with is a few doors down from 
me and doesn’t have a roommate. How insanely 
great is that? 


Now as for my bunking situation, | don’t have a 
roommate either, probably because no male military 
member is willing to sleep in the same room as me. 
After the training incident my last roommate was 
already on orders to leave and no one has replaced 
him since. 


There’s not much to say about my job here, it’s not 
like how it was back in Oklahoma. When | was in the 
states | would occasionally be able to get in a patrol 
car and actually do police work. Rank wasn’t as 
important there. Here you can’t even drive a car 
unless you’re a Sergeant. Back in Oklahoma | could 
literally act as a patrolman despite my low rank. In 


Korea, for the most part, | just stare at fences and try 
not to lose my mind more than | already have. I’m 
armed with awesome weaponry on a daily basis but 
obviously because South Korea and North Korea are 
not actively killing each other these weapons are 
basically just an extra weight to carry. 


You may have noticed I’m not afraid to get in fights, | 
say that as a joke of course. | understand my 
position. Regardless, it’s the same story ona 
different day. Recently Senior Airman Austin, (or 
“Raven” as his friends call him) was hitting on Airman 
Norman alone in the briefing room. When | walked in 
he had a hand on her hip and her back was against 
the wall so she couldn’t easily escape him. Airman 
Austin was subjecting my girlfriend to something 
painfully similar to what Ashley had gone through. 


Remember that kid’s arm | broke back in High 
School? Well what Airman Austin was doing to 
Airman Norman was even worse. Unfortunately | was 
only an Airman First Class at this point and was 
already in hot water for what | did to Martinez. 


In a calm voice | said, “Airman Austin, that’s my 
girlfriend.” he turned and smiled at me with his hand 
still groping her hip “That’s Senior Airman.” Him 
demanding | address him by his full rank infuriated 
me more than | already was. What he was doing 
combined with those three words executed in that 
tone made me want to stomp on his face till only 
smashed brains, torn flesh and broken bones were 
left of it. 


| maintained my composure despite him 
condescendingly reminding me of his rank and spoke 
in the direction of my girlfriend “Booty?” Immediately 
the Senior Airman busted up laughing and with his 


altered composure his hand slid off her hip. Airman 
Austin asked while laughing, “Booty? That’s what you 
call her?” | smiled angrily and replied, “Yeah, Booty. 
You wouldn’t know the half of it.” As we spoke Booty 
walked past me and out the briefing room doors. She 
wasn't upset with me, she just wanted out of that 
situation. 


Airman Austin said in a jovial tone “You're a kick 
dude, but I’m going to bang your girlfriend anyway.” 
My mind was a war zone, | couldn’t hold back my 
words any longer, | spoke in a low gravely tone, “If 
you touch her again, I'll slit your throat.” Airman 
Austin’s attitude changed completely. Him being a 
few inches taller than me didn’t help my position 
either. He replied in a more serious manner than 
before, “Now I’m definitely going to bang your 
girlfriend, only when I’m done, there won't be 
anything left of her.” 


| blacked out. 


| woke up in the hospital in a neck brace and had 
three broken fingers. My thumbs weren’t broken but 
one had a missing fingernail. Both my hands were 
covered in dried blood as well. It looked like someone 
half attempted to clean it off, but apparently failed 
miserably. 


With noticing the condition of my hands, | also quickly 
realized both my wrists were handcuffed to the bed | 
was in. | could hear someone screaming in the 
background, “You’re not going to take him anywhere! 
We want killers at this base! We want fighters! What's 
wrong with you? We're in the military goddamn it not 
the goddamn boy scouts!” | was pretty sure it was the 
Lt. Col. again; he always had the same slightly 


optimistic tone to his screaming despite how angry 
he sometimes was. 


There wasn’t much talking after the squadron 
commander’s rant. Shortly after things died down Lt. 
Col. Hoss burst through the double doors to my room 
to check on me and was clearly happy to see | was 
awake. Like a switchblade | laid at attention in my 
bed, it sounds weird, but | couldn’t stand and | didn’t 
want to disrespect him. “At ease troop, goddamn!” 
the colonel yelled. 


As Lt. Col. Hoss spoke to me | began to realize | was 
gaining a high-ranking fan. He went on a pretty long 
speech so I'll do my best to summarize it for you. He 
basically said, “There are a lot of cowards in the 
military, there are a lot of people who check in and 
check out like this is just a job. Many of them ruin 
their BDU bottoms defecating in them just thinking 
about the idea of ever taking part in a real 
confrontation. Here’s the thing Airman Lindfelt, you 
have quickly become a project of mine. You aren't a 
coward and | don’t think you’re a psychopath. | might 
have assumed you were had | not talked to Airman 
Norman, who | guess is your girlfriend?” | responded, 
“Yes sir.” Lt. Col. Hoss continued “Well, you know 
how to pick them, she was defending you way before 
| was. Once she explained why you did what you did, 
I’ve completely written it off and so long as I’m here 
no one can punish you for it.” 


My wrists moved slightly making a clanging noise as 
the Lt. Col. spoke. Hearing the metal clashing 
reminded him | was still in cuffs so he stood up and 
called in a Sergeant to remove my handcuffs. 


| could only assume by the fact that | was in cuffs in 
the first place that the Senior Airman was probably in 


worse shape than | was, just like everyone | had ever 
fought with had been... my mom really did teach me 
well. 


The Col. interrupted my thoughts “Well, want me to 
call in your girlfriend super troop?” The fact my 
girlfriend was physically there made me excited, 
“Yes, please sir.” | said. The Lt. Col. turned to walk 
away so | quickly sat up and said “Sir!” he stopped 
and looked over his shoulder where he could see | 
was Saluting him. The Lt. Col. laughed, saluted back 
and quickly left. 


Before the Colonel went and got my girlfriend another 
person clearly approached him outside talking about 
me. He just screamed at them “No Article 15, no 
LOR, no therapy, no nothing! He’s already cleared, 
no one touch him, you got me?” a few voices 
screamed back “Yes sir!” 


After a few minutes of silence alone in the hospital 
bed Booty ran in while excitedly saying “Oh my god! 
You psychopath!” She sounded happy but her 
dialogue was confusing. “Psycho? Why?” | asked. 
Booty explained “After Austin threw you against one 
of the desks you jumped on him and ripped out his 
eye with your bare hands!” 


| sat there in shock, | felt sick. After a moment of 
silence | asked, “Is he... | mean, what's his condition 
now?” Booty quickly said “Well apparently your 
freaking thumbnail is jammed into the side of his eye 
socket so they’re removing that in pieces. But 
salvaging his eye isn’t happening. The amount of 
damage you did... god Arty!” 


Knowing the extent of damage | inflicted made me 
question the Lt. Col. not sending me to a padded cell 


somewhere. Booty explained, “Arty, | told Hoss that 
Austin sexually assaulted me and you were just 
defending me.” | was confused, | replied “But he 
didn't.” Booty shook her head and quickly corrected 
me “Actually when anyone places their hands on 
another person in the way he did me it’s considered 
sexual assault. | mean he groped me Arty.” Her 
saying that made me feel much more content. 


Out of all the significant fights | had been in, a large 
portion of them were against people who had just 
sexually assaulted someone. The one with Martinez 
was the result of my bloody nose, and my father... 
well, he shouldn’t have choked me, | warned him. 


Maybe | wasn’t the psychopath people described me 
to be. Maybe Lt. Col. Hoss saw me for who | really 
was. In his eyes I’m exactly what the military needed. 


Maybe | am. 


CHAPTER 19 


THE TASTE OF ANGER 


It’s been quite a few months since the incident with 
Senior Airman Austin. They could no longer use him 
for normal police duties due to him having 
inconsistent and defective coordination. His depth 
perception was shot and his peripheral vision was cut 
in half. Austin was likely going to sit behind a desk 
the rest of his life. Speaking of which, he now works 
at a desk inside the squadron managing the ROD 


squad (Airmen temporarily relieved of duty who no 
one else wants to deal with.) 


| think Airman Austin could have used his situation to 
get a medical discharge but unfortunately | think he’s 
like me in the sense that he doesn’t see much of a 
future for himself outside the military just yet. | mean, 
| don’t plan on staying in; I’m just not in a hurry to get 
out. 


Just after | got my neck brace off Lt. Col. Hoss 
signed me up for every other training event he could. 
| was flown all the way back to the states to get 
trained on various high-powered weapons to include 
the 50 calibre machine gun, which has been known 
to literally rip people in two on impact. The amount of 
power they were giving someone with the 
significantly limited life experience | had was 
ridiculous, but that’s what you get from volunteers. 
We were just a bunch of people who were young 
enough to say yes, and weren't wise enough to say 
no. 


| was also sent to SWAT training where | learned all 
about how to empty out buildings. This project 
involved mostly Army soldiers and barely any other 
Airmen. During training a middle-aged high-ranking 
Marine trained me on close quarters combat. He was 
far more skilled than | was, but in comparison to the 
rest of the class, | did very well. There was even a 
point where | was given the opportunity to hurt the 
Marine like | did Martinez, but when | made the first 
of my normal sequence of moves, he dropped me 
instantly. 


| loved the feeling of trying to hurt someone and 
failing miserably. It excited me; | had to learn all | 
could from that man. | wanted to become more 


capable with his guidance so | could defeat anyone 
as skilled as he was. 


The SWAT trainers, the Marine in particular, trained 
me incredibly well. | went in an amateur to close 
quarters combat and came out a professional. It was 
incredibly fulfilling. 


During one of the many training events | was sent to | 
got a call from Booty back at the base. | didn’t have a 
phone on me but she called the building the people | 
was training with worked out of and they connected 
us. Booty and | weren't heavy talkers so most of what 
she said involved her getting a new roommate. 
Initially it sounded like a bad thing considering it 
limited our more intense bedroom moments to just 
my room but when | returned to base | was subjected 
to literally the best-case scenario. 


Walking down the hall towards Booty’s room | heard 
two girls laughing. | was happy to hear my girlfriend 
was actually getting along with whoever was there. | 
set my bags in front of my door and kept walking 
toward her room. Booty had the bad habit of leaving 
the door open so | didn’t need to knock. 


When she saw me step in front of her door she 
exploded with excitement. She ran up and jumped on 
me while screaming about the identity of her new 
roommate. As | felt Booty’s warm embrace and heard 
the roommate’s name being spoken my eyes fixated 
on the young beautiful blonde woman standing there. 
This girl stared back at me with a huge smile on her 
face. Tingles shot through my body as | held my 
girlfriend while looking at the new girl. 


It was Corey. 


Still holding my girlfriend, Corey walked up to us and 
hugged us both. My girlfriend quickly said “Hey now, 
don’t get too fresh | just met you!” | laughed and 
replied “Don’t worry, Corey’s awesome.” 


Over dinner at the base’s only restaurant Corey 
explained that she was given the opportunity to go 
straight from her deployment to my base in Korea 
once her time there was up. South Korea is a base 
that often takes people away from their non- 
immediate families. If you’re lower ranking the hours 
are so long it can be difficult to stay in touch with 
most anyone back home. This fact made the base 
easy to get assigned to. In fact people probably 
thought Corey was crazy to want to go straight from 
one deployment to another. 


Regardless, Corey didn’t seem even remotely upset 
that | was with Booty. If anything, she encouraged it. 
Basically Corey was being the amazing friend she 
always was. 


As we ate, my girlfriend asked, “Have you and Arty 
ever dated?” | smirked at this question and Corey 
laughed “No, never. He’s been the best friend I’ve 
ever had though. | literally volunteered to come to 
this base because | missed him so much.” Booty saw 
how sincere Corey was and asked, “Do you love 
him?” Corey smiled and replied, “Absolutely.” 


Booty blushed hearing Corey confirm her love for me. 
In an admiring voice Booty said, “Il guess that makes 
two of us.” | spoke up saying “You guys are killing 
me.” Booty laughed and replied “No really, I've never 
had someone defend me like Arty has. When he 
cares about someone, he'll throw down for them no 
matter what.” Corey then asked about what exactly 


happened and Booty explained what | did to the last 
guy that put his hands on her. 


Corey was stunned, she abruptly asked “Oh my god! 
Are you talking about the guy with the eye patch? 
You did that Arthur?” | nodded in response and she 
continued “That’s the guy who was assigned to show 
me around the base and process my paperwork!” | 
replied, “Well, watch out for him, he’s a pervert, 
obviously.” Corey smiled and replied, “I guess | don’t 
have to watch out with you around.” | looked at my 
still-slightly damaged hands and said, “No, you do. 
He’s a bad guy, | know it.” 


Before there was significant silence Booty spoke up 
in an optimistic tone “How about this veggie burger 
huh? Oh my bad! You guys eat meat!” 


Pause. Yes, that’s right, I’m dating a Vegan. Literally 
thought I’d never bother with a Vegan but love 
obviously has nothing to do with diet. Even the hatred 
| have for my father and everything he stood for 
couldn't distract me from the fact that Booty is 
genuinely a good person who has been amazing to 
me from day one. Diets are essentially irrelevant in 
relationships so long as both people are healthy. 


Corey added, “I barely eat meat at all actually.” 
Hearing the conversation go deeper into diets started 
to make me sick. | can only take hearing about topics 
that reminded me of my father for so long, | spoke 
up, “Can we please just not talk about this.” They 
both lost it with laughter. Booty jabbed me in the 
shoulder “Shut up hater!” and laughed again. She 
could see | was upset but knew | would get over it. 


As they talked constantly the rest of the meal | mostly 
just sat there and angrily cut my steak into 


abnormally tiny pieces. Every swallow was a slap in 
my fathers face. Good. 


CHAPTER 20 


THE GIFT OF LOVE 


In Korea they would at times offer up opportunities to 
go on temporary duty assignments, | volunteered for 
every single one because that’s what | do. | volunteer 
when most everyone else is too afraid or otherwise 
unwilling to. Not only did | not want to let the Lt. Col. 
down but | also felt that’s how | could best serve my 
country while | was in. 


Initially | was supposed to go to the desert like Corey 
did, only for two weeks instead of six months, but fate 
had a different path for me. 


Finally after volunteering countless times in the past 
they slotted me to go on a short deployment to a 
combat zone. This meant | would be tax-free for a 
small part of the year and | would get TDY pay, which 
in many cases is well worth the trip. 


On our way to the desert we had to combat dive. 
Combat diving made for one of the worst experiences 
I’ve had in some time. The non-cop Airmen on board 
the plane were pretty upset with me for getting out of 
my seat during one of their many strategic 
maneuvers. The problem was | needed to get some 
kind of puke bag before | vomited soda and chewed 
up burritos on their expensive equipment. 


After walking towards the front of the plane for only a 
brief period | finally listened to the Airmen screaming 
at me to sit down. | sat in an open seat and one of 
the crewmembers told me to put on the oxygen 
mask. They pointed beneath my seat to grab the 
mask. | put the mask on, the fresh air surged into my 
lungs, but it didn’t help. Finally they got me a puke 
bag but unfortunately the bag was full in a matter of 
seconds and nearly overflowed. | was just lucky | 
could force it to stop until | had something else to hurl 
in. 


Seeing how dire the situation was, a Sergeant 
jumped up and grabbed a large black garbage bag. 
They handed it to me and immediately | threw the 
smaller bag only to following it by adding additional 
vomit directly from my body. After a short while of that 
(I mostly explosively projectile vomited which made 
everything come out pretty fast) we landed the plain 
and | walked off, giant garbage bag full of vomit in 
hand. 


We were quickly shown to our rooms at the base and 
| was told | was up first to guard the plane we came 
in on. It would be nice to say | got into some life or 
death situations during this TDY for the sake of 
entertaining anyone reading this, but | didn’t. The 
most activity we saw on that TDY was our repeated 
combat diving. Me being extremely motion sick, and 
not a fan of the desert climate, you can assume this 
experience was pretty miserable for me. 


My time in the desert served as a great example of 
why so many other people didn’t volunteer. Yes, you 
get paid a little extra, but you deserve more than that 
after what they put you through. Like | said, this is 
why cowards live and people like me die young. We 
know we're in for it, and sign up anyway. 


When | arrived back at the base in Korea | headed 
straight to Corey and Booty’s room with my all my 
bags in hand. Her door was closed which told me she 
likely wasn't there, but | still knocked. Just like | 
expected, no one answered. “Hey killer, we’re over 
here.” Corey hollered from my room. | smiled and 
wobbled toward her with all my bags dangling and 
smacking my sides. 


Corey laughed at how silly | looked and went back 
inside. As | walked in the door | could see Booty 
laying on my bed in a provocative fashion. Booty said 
in an alluring tone, “Hey Arty.” | smiled somewhat 
confused and asked them both “How have you guys 
been?” Out of nowhere Corey said, “Rachel wants us 
to have a threesome.” | froze in place; | was at an 
absolute loss for words. 


As we all stood in silence for at least 10 seconds 
Booty cracked and started busting up laughing “Oh 
my god! She's kidding!” Booty said. | was still 
suffering the intense rush of blood surging through 
my brain to snap out of it. Corey giggled and got to 
the point “No, but we do have something to talk to 
you about.” Booty then said “Come, sit!” 


Dropping my bags on the floor | walked over to sit 
next to Booty. 


Now normally people who live in the dorms have twin 
beds, but because | didn’t have a roommate | just 
pushed the two twin beds together to form one king 
sized bed. Corey walked over to the now-king bed 
and sat on the second half of it. Corey grabbed my 
hands, looked into my eyes and said, “We wanted to 
be upfront with you about what's going on the 
moment you got back.” | started to feel panicky and 
Booty could tell so she began rubbing my back. 


Corey confessed, “Rachel and | are falling for each 
other.” 


| jumped off the bed and in a loud tone said “Wait 
what?” Booty jumped up and hugged me and | said 
again “What? Really?” Booty answered while 
hugging me “We both love you, don’t hate us.” | 
couldn't believe what | was hearing; this felt like 
betrayal, | said angrily “If you love me, why are you 
screwing me over?” In a calm tone Corey answered, 
“There’s a reason you and | get along so well, there’s 
also a reason why you and | are attracted to the 
same people Arthur.” Still frustrated | replied to Corey 
saying, “What are you talking about?” Corey 
immediately replied, “I’m gay Arthur.” Hearing this | 
felt like my head and heart were about to explode. 
Corey added, “Think about it. Don’t talk. Just think 
Arthur.” With Booty’s arms wrapped around me, 
feeling more like shackles than a loving hug at this 
point, | decided to just sand there and follow Corey’s 
advice. | removed myself emotionally and focused on 
everything that had happened up to that point. 


Corey and | always got along perfectly, we had 
almost all the same interests and loved each other 
but despite that she and | never got together. Even 
after | tried to date her, we remained friends. | 
thought | was just ugly to her, or that she didn't like 
my personality enough to be with me, | was clearly 
wrong. She said it herself, she’s a lesbian, but what 
did this mean for my girlfriend? 


| was done thinking about it so | asked Corey, 
“What's going to happen?” Booty, now only half 
hugging me, said in a happy tone “Nothing really Arty. 
You and me are still together if that’s ok with you. I’m 
just falling for Corey too, and we thought it would be 
ok because you’re a boy and she’s a girl.” 


| thought about what she was saying and couldn’t 
think of a single way in which this was a bad thing. 
Firstly, | thought Booty was leaving me. Secondly | 
don’t think you all know how much | love Corey. She 
and | had already been through so much together, 
I’ve told Corey literally everything about myself at this 
point, even the stuff | talked about holding back 
before and this just brought me closer to Corey. In 
addition to this, the new arrangement allowed for my 
girlfriend to be happier. 


| said to them both “You're both right. You'll be 
happier this way, and | love you, so this is the way it 
should be.” Immediately Booty hugged me extremely 
tight around my ribs and Corey looking increasingly 
emotional walked up silently and gently wrapped her 
arms around my shoulders to hug me as well. 


Something occurred to me that | didn’t ask before 
“Oh, have you two done anything?” Booty replied, 
“You mean like do it?” Corey interrupted “No, we 
wouldn't do anything without making sure you were 
ok with it.” Hearing this put a big smile my face. It 
was amazing to have two people who cared that 
much about how | felt. Two people who were that 
loyal to me. 


| said to them both “Well, I'll leave you two alone 
then. Love you.” As | was walking out | glanced at 
Corey to catch her silently mouthing the words, “Love 
you” toward me. | closed the door as the two of them 
began kissing. | decided now was a good time to 
head to the chow hall to eat. 


This was a pretty emotional time for Corey, likely 
more than anyone considering how anti-gay her 
environment consistently was. She probably hadn't 
yet had the opportunity to be with a woman like she 


was with my girlfriend. | was really happy for her. 
Oppression of people for the way they were born is 
part of the reason | can’t stand most humans. 


| was raised in a split home, my mom was always 
telling me to be myself, to be strong and stand up for 
what | believe in, meanwhile my dad? He is just 
another religious, self-righteous, pretend-optimist 
who passively demonizes everyone who was born 
significantly different than he was. Everything | can 
do to contradict him is a victory in some way. 
Everything | can do to make the people | love happy? 
Well that’s an even greater victory. 


As | ate chicken and drank ginger ale in the chow hall 
| thought about Corey and Booty back in the room. 
My mind went wild thinking about what they could be 
doing. | tried to always be a gentleman around most 
women but in my mind | would fantasize about them 
constantly. 


| can’t say it enough; my mind is routinely invaded by 
perverted thoughts. The millions of potential human 
beings | carry between my legs every day inspire this 
line of thinking. They demand | think about these 
things, and I’m not afraid to admit it because it’s just 
who | am. 


Think about it, what are we supposed to expect from 
people who have a significant part of their body 
demanding they reproduce? It’s not like some outside 
influence sharing a mere opinion; it’s a literal piece of 
you whose sole purpose is to procreate. That’s the 
difference between the rest of the animals and us 
really. Most all of us have similar equipment, but 
humans choose to use it differently because we cling 
to the concept of civility and social expectations. Ina 


lot of ways that’s not even a bad thing. The power to 
choose and how we execute that power defines us. 


A lot of people use animals to justify what they do in 
their daily lives. I’ve had my share of fights but | don’t 
use me being an animal as an excuse. “It’s natural, 
animals do it!” You know what animals also do? They 
mount every other animal they see and try to breed 
with them mindlessly, even their own family 
members. As far as food, many animals will literally 
cannibalize each other. If you have a dog or cat, and 
you die around them, sure, they might not eat you 
right away, but once their food runs low, your 
digested body is going to fill a litter box. 


Do any other animals drive cars? Do any of them 
complete complex math problems or even speak a 
consistent and clear language? No? So why is it ok 
to for people to trick girls into sleeping with them only 
to abandon them in the morning? Why do we act so 
shameful, selfish and greedy? Why do we use and 
abuse each other only to turn and say, “Hey, we're 
just a bunch of animals anyway.” 


Comparing us to the other animals is like putting a 
bicycle next to a spacecraft and saying it’s the same 
thing. You have unlimited potential yet you constantly 
point at creatures who aren’t even as intelligent as 
human toddlers to justify your actions. Pathetic. 


I’ve hurt people, broken their bones, but | do that 
because | chose to. | won't use an intellectually 
inferior wild animal to justify my behaviour. 


Racism, sexism, homophobia, hate crimes, we’re 
only monsters if we let ourselves be. You can’t 
choose how you're born, but you can choose how 
you treat people who are born different. 


The people who treat Corey badly? The reason she 
was brought to tears just because | accepted and 
embraced who she is? 


Add that to the massive list of reasons why | hate 
most everyone. 


CHAPTER 21 


FOUR BLUE FALCONS 


A couple months have passed since my last entry. 
Things between Corey, Booty and | have been pretty 
amazing. There are very few communication barriers 
between the three of us and absolutely none 
between Corey and I. 


There are some things about myself | never told 
Booty, but she hasn’t known me as long as Corey, so 
maybe in time. As for how romance even works 
among the three of us, our relationships are just how 
they were in the last entry. Corey is with Booty (or | 
guess it’s time | start calling her “Rachel” as that 
seems to be what Corey respectfully prefers | call our 
girlfriend) and I’m with Rachel too. 


There’s no real physical romance between Corey and 
| because that’s just how being gay works for most 
people. The one thing that has evolved between the 
three of us is when one of us is making love to 
Rachel the other person doesn't bother with leaving 
the room. Sometimes Corey will just smile and 
glance over from time to time when I’m with Rachel. | 


really love how it feels to be watched by Corey while 
I’m actively intimate with another person | care 
deeply for. | love the fact we just don’t see the point 
in hiding who we are from each other. The freedom is 
overwhelming. 


Now, with that amazing aspect of my life aside, | get 
to talk about Airman Asher a southern boy who we 
recently found out is close friends with Airman Austin, 
the one-eyed pervert. 


Corey and Rachel were in the hall of the dorms at 
one point holding hands. Corey was hesitant to show 
any public affection due to the fact she didn’t want 
people to know she was gay but she held hands with 
Rachel anyway. Corey has gone through tremendous 
hardships with her family never really being 
supportive of her homosexuality. Knowing her story 
makes it’s pretty evident that her behaviour is 
partially a result of being judged and harassed for 
how she was born to be. 


The military being passively hostile towards 
homosexuals combined with Corey’s difficult past 
were what caused Corey to deny Rachel’s attempts 
to show public affection repeatedly before. 


Rachel has not gone through the things Corey has, 
unlike Corey, Rachel is attracted to both genders and 
in that when she had to pretend she was purely 
straight it was far easier. Rachel is also the type of 
person to not fully weigh the potential consequences 
of her actions like Corey is but Corey slipped this one 
time, and that’s where Airman Asher comes in. 


Asher was walking down the hall not too far behind 
them when they held hands for the first time openly. 


They didn’t see Asher because he was just coming 
around a corner behind them. 


Once Asher saw them holding hands he reported it 
straight to Senior Airman Austin. Considering Airman 
Austin was already working in the squadron building, 
he could have easily passed the information along to 
the administration. Instead Airman Austin chose the 
even more despicable route and tried to use the info 
Asher gave him as blackmail. 


| don’t know how things are at the time you’re reading 
this, but as of this date, the military maintains a 
“Don't ask don’t tell” policy. That means Airman 
Austin’s threat was very real and very harmful. The 
man already lost an eye screwing with people | care 
about and still doesn’t have the foresight to know 
when to back off. He has a death wish, if he keeps 
this up, maybe he'll get it sooner than later. 


| spoke with Corey and Rachel about it in depth and 
for the most part we’ve all accepted the possibility of 
them being discharged for their sexuality. We aren’t 
going to be puppets of Austin. He was asking us to 
basically do his desk job for him to keep him quiet but 
we refused. 


Since then Asher paid us a visit. | was in the chow 
hall with Corey and Rachel when Asher approached 
our table. Forcefully pushing his way into the booth 
seat next to me he asked, “So y’all just orgy all the 
time or what?” The two girls remained silent, ignoring 
what he said. | hated seeing Corey and Rachel 
uncomfortable like this. | leaned over to Asher and in 
a low tone said, “Get out of this booth, and walk away 
Asher.” With a disgusted look on his face Asher kept 
talking towards the girls in his southern accent, “Y'all 
are both disgusting freaks. Y’all are going to burn in 


hell you know that right? Where | come from we 
string your kind up with...” | flipped Asher’s tray of 
food in his face and kicked him onto the floor. 


One of the Airmen who was watching everything go 
down jumped up and screamed at Asher, “You idiot, 
he'll rip your eyes out!” Asher was no doubt in a state 
of shock, at least he looked like he was as the 
chocolate milk and mashed potato gravy ran down 
his freshly dry cleaned BDU’s. Little Asher sitting on 
the floor, mortified like he was, the room couldn’t help 
but burst into laughter. 


Rachel looked at me and said, “We should go.” | 
could barely hear her over all the people laughing at 
Asher. | shook my head and waved for Rachel to 
continue eating as | worked on finishing the rest of 
my burger. 


Just a side note, you might think I’m horribly fat from 
eating all this meat... it’s not true. | weigh 178 
pounds and I’m just an inch shy of six feet tall. Some 
people like my dad will have you believe that if you 
eat meat that means you'll be obese, that’s not 
always true. Obviously it’s not the case for me, and 
opinions like that are especially ironic coming from a 
doughnut-obsessed beer bellied pile of lard like my 
father. 


Back to Asher, he got up and stormed out of the 
building leaving his tray face down on the ground. | 
would have imagined ending Asher’s miserable life if 
| didn’t feel so damn sorry for him. He was so stupid 
I’m surprised he could even get into the military. 


One of the local Korean employees tried to clean up 
the mess the tray left but | insisted | take care of it. It 
was significantly my fault anyway. 


After about 40 minutes we were all done eating so 
we walked out of the chow hall as a group. 
Unfortunately as we exited the building Asher, Austin 
and two of their friends were standing just across the 
street to greet us. 


It was getting dark; there were heavy clouds 
overhead and the wind made it feel uncomfortably 
cold out. The four men just stood there, almost in 
some kind of thug formation like they were posing for 
a rap album cover. Asher didn’t even bother to clean 
up his uniform; he was trying so hard to look tough. 
The level of pity | felt for his sad little life knew no 
limits. 


| spoke in a soft but serious tone to Corey and 
Rachel, “You two go back to your dorms, and I'll talk 
to these guys.” Corey being the loyal friend she’s 
always been replied “I’m not walking away from you 
like this Arthur.” but Rachel added “Arty is a combat 
expert so if these guys are stupid enough to try 
anything, they’re screwed. We're just a distraction to 
Arty if we stay.” 


Corey leaned up to my ear and whispered “Love 
you.” and squeezed my hand before they started 
walking a detour route to avoid the four men. As the 
girls left | watched the four men closely. They didn’t 
seem to care about following them. They were here 
for just me. Good. 


| said aloud to them “Well, here | am!” They did 
nothing in response; they just continued to hold their 
album cover pose. It was literally like each of them 
were trying to do their best Vanilla Ice impression. | 
didn’t know whether | should laugh or face palm. 


| wanted to get things over with so | proceeded to 
walking towards the four men. | had no weapons on 
me, but | likely wouldn’t need any. 


| spoke as | walked towards them “Do we have 
something to talk about?” Asher screamed back “No, 
we have a beating to talk about!” Hearing Asher say 
that annoyed Airman Austin, he screamed at Asher, 
“Shut up you idiot!” 


Now standing in front of them | asked, “What do you 
want?” Austin maintained a serious expression as he 
spoke with hostility, “You know Lindfelt, | came here 
hoping | could kill some Chongers and now the only 
person | want to hurt is you.” | replied, “So hurt me 
Asher.” 


A patrol car pulled up behind us. Without delay a 
Security Forces sergeant stepped out and shined a 
light on us. “Are you kidding me right now?” he asked 
in an angry voice. | greeted him “Hello Sergeant.” 
The sergeant was not amused, “Don’t talk Lindfelt.” | 
stood silently saying nothing in response. The 
sergeant turned to the four men and said, “Disperse, 
now.” 


The gang looked to their one-eyed leader for 
direction. Austin said to the Sergeant “Yeah ok, for 
now then.” and reluctantly walked away as his posse 
followed him. 


Once the men were a good distance away | said to 
the sergeant “Thanks for showing up.” The Sergeant 
replied “It was an anonymous tip Lindfelt, not like you 
need the help.” My eyes were still locked on the four 
as they disappeared around the side of a nearby 
building. Just after the Sergeant got back in his car 
and drove off | made it a point to catch up to the girls. 


| always felt vulnerable when | wasn’t with them. | 
didn’t care about my own pain so much; it was them | 
was always worried about. 


Regardless, it’s been about a week since the 
confrontation with the four went down. Because | was 
clearly outnumbered I’ve decided to start carrying a 
combat knife on my belt wherever | go. | can handle 
myself against one person, but the faith others have 
in my abilities exceeds my own. 


Here | am in a foreign country reminded on a daily 
basis to fear my country’s enemies from the North 
and yet the people | really fear live in the same damn 
building as me 


| think they call those men “Blue falcons.” They 
weren't the first | encountered in the military. We 
were enemies of foreign nations, and often 
ourselves. 


CHAPTER 22 


THEIR HATE FOR THE HARMLESS 


Unpleasant: a word that doesn’t even begin to do our 
current situation any justice. Imagine the people you 
care about being ripped out of your life while you 
stand by with few options, and no matter what 
someone loses. That is my destination; that is what 
will happen if | don’t fight. 


Corey was called into the First Shirt’s office. She told 
me they’re discharging her for being gay. The 
expected time before she’s completely out of Korea 
is two weeks. This fact is crazy considering if you're a 
conscientious objector the discharge process takes 
10-20 times as long. 


So let’s do the math, if you’re gay but willing to fight 
for the military, they treat you like you’re the plague. If 
you’re just unwilling to fight but aren’t gay, no, let’s 
keep sucking taxpayer money to continue to employ 
this deceased link in the military chain. Let’s take a 
person who has no will to fight, who’s given 
completely up on their role in the military and stretch 
out their stay. Now if you’re completely willing to 
serve your country and fight, but simply have a 
preference for the same gender, sorry, we have to 
boot you ASAP. This is standard military logic. 


Corey came to me crying the other night; | was alone 
in my room losing myself in music when she 
approached me with countless tears running down 
her face. | took off my headphones and listened to 
her say “Arthur, | don’t know what to do, | don’t have 
any plan.” | said, “Well, no matter what Corey, I’m 
here for you, | always have been.” She looked up at 
me, worry contorted her face, she said “Yes, here, in 
Korea. | need you back in the states with me!” Corey 
shook her head with frustration and threw her head 
forward as if she had completely given up. She spoke 
with her face now in her hands “Why do you think | 
chose to get deployed to Korea after | had just been 
deployed to another country? Don’t you get it 
Arthur?” | sighed. | didn’t really have a choice in the 
matter. You can’t just leave the military or choose 
when to move whenever you like. Things in the 
military almost always happen slowly, unless you’re 
gay at least. Apparently that’s one of the few times 


the system actually tries to get something done 
quickly. | understood Corey felt happier around me, | 
did too, but | was struggling to find a way for 
everything to work out. 


Something crossed my mind, without hesitation | 
asked, “Rachel is bi, no? So they'll discharge her too 
right? She can be there for you till | get back.” Corey 
cried saying “No! | was the only one reported! 
Everyone has seen you kissing Rachel. Arthur... 
even the people who know she’s been with me don’t 
matter. She would have to admit she’s done 
something with me, you think that’s going to happen? 
She’s not going to just leave you here either, she 
loves you more than me.” 


Corey had a point, she knew where she stood, we 
both wished Rachel was as committed to Corey in 
the same way | was, but unlike the two of us, Rachel 
tended to go with the flow. Rachel wasn’t fond of 
causing controversy or making a taboo statement. 


| felt like a prisoner. | was locked in a job | enjoyed 
less every day. | found myself working with people | 
despised more than most everyone | had met before, 
and now all these thick-skulled military drones 
threatening to take Corey away. 


“Corey, did you tell the Shirt you were gay?” she 
replied, “No, I’ve been hiding it all my life, but they 
didn’t believe me. It’s not even just about Asher 
seeing me holding hands with Rachel anymore. The 
shirt said they have too many witnesses saying I’ve 
been trying to kiss random girls and others saying | 
came out to them which is a total lie.” | asked Corey 
to tell me all the people who reported her and she 
said “Asher went to the shirt with written statements 
from him and his three friends.” 


When Corey told me this, | felt a burning inside my 
chest. This was blatantly malicious. Austin & Asher 
couldn't physically beat me so they’re trying to rip me 
away from someone | love. | couldn’t sit around and 
let this go unanswered. | knew | could do something 
about this. Like the typical anger-filled man | 
obviously am, | stood up and without hesitation, | 
went straight over to Asher’s dorm room. | thought to 
myself, worst-case scenario | get myself discharged 
from the military with Corey. The only difference 
would be my discharge would have an asterix next to 
it for assaulting Asher. This time my actions would 
come without the guise of self-defence so Lt. Col. 
Hoss would have no way to protect me. 


Now for the best-case scenario: If this worked out, | 
could get Asher to report to the first shirt saying he 
and is friends lied, which would likely lead to Corey 
staying in. Either way | wouldn’t lose her. Through 
violence or bargaining, Corey was mine to keep 
close, no one would separate is again. 


As | walked down the hall | positioned myself across 
from Asher’s room so | could work up enough speed 
to sufficiently body slam myself through his door. The 
first slam was a failure. | reset myself and focused 
the full weight of my body towards one leg so it would 
all impact just beneath the doorknob. This time the 
door burst open sending metal pieces of the lock all 
around Asher’s room. 


Asher sat up in his bed and screamed “Seriously?” 
as | walked towards his half-clothed body. His nerdy 
desk job-looking roommate yelped, “I’m leaving! I’m 
leaving now!” The nerdy roommate’s fast-paced walk 
turned into running when | pulled out my combat 
knife, pinned Asher down and pressed the tip of the 
knife to his throat. 


| said in an deep and sincere tone “Asher, I’m going 
to tell you this once, if you don’t comply, I’m going to 
push this blade into your neck so fast you won’t even 
have time to regret your decision.” Asher didn’t look 
afraid; he didn’t even seem phased. As he stared 
back at me, a smile slowly crossed his face; Asher 
said in a mocking tone “You love your dirty little 
Airman Corey Jeffries so much. It’s cute freak. She'll 
burn you know that?” He laughed clearly not even 
caring his neck movement was causing the tip of my 
knife to draw small amounts of his blood. As my knee 
pressed down on him, frustrated by his sociopathic 
response, Asher continued “You want me to give in 
so she can stay with you, but if you kill me, they’ll put 
you in jail for life!” he began laughing even harder. 


Seeing his amusement made me sick. | wanted him 
dead. The world would be better off without this 
homophobic trash. | pulled the blade away from 
Asher’s neck while simultaneously stuffing a nearby 
filthy sock in his laughing mouth. Still having his arms 
pinned down with my knees | lined the knife up with 
one of his teeth and began smacking the butt of the 
knife handle with my fist to knock his teeth out one by 
one. | wasn’t able to do much damage before 
someone desperately pulled me off him. It was 
Senior Airman Austin. 


Asher was crying over the pain the focused impacts 
caused him. He may be a sociopath, but he knows 
physical pain. It was my pleasure to see him suffer. 


Austin stood over me while looking at a screaming 
and crying Asher. Sensing my movement Austin 
quickly turned to me as | recovered from the ground. 
Instead of yelling at me or threatening me, Austin just 
smiled. He said, “We've already won Lindfelt. Your 
love triangle is dead.” 


I’m not a mindless logic-immune nutcase. | knew he 
wasn't entirely wrong; | had lost. There was no way 
to get them to all tell the First Shirt they lied. Both my 
initial options were failures. | felt like the only thing 
left for me now was to accept | was on fire and let the 
flames consume me till nothing remained. 


Expressionless, | returned the somewhat bloodied 
combat knife to my belt. Without further discussion, | 
walked out of the room backwards so | would remain 
facing the two mutually hostile Airmen. It looked 
stupid, but | was constantly trained to never turn your 
back towards the threat. 


My violence is a cry for help. Violence most always 
is. ’m a desperate man on a path to nowhere. | can’t 
lose Corey. | don’t want to lose Rachel. | can’t win. 


CHAPTER 23 


WE ARE THE MONSTERS 


Corey has very little time left before she leaves 
Korea. Asher and Austin have been off the grid since 
| made Asher bleed. They both refuse to report me to 
anyone because they know the Lt. Col. is on my side. 
All I'd have to do is tell him about them harassing my 
loved ones and he’d sign off on most any response | 
chose to take. We're protectors, people who are 
responsible for the safety of others, we tend to 
understand one another. People like us hate people 
like Austin and his crew, the more they suffer, the 
safer we feel. 


Corey and | were posted together today. We had the 
normal duties of watching the fence, controlling entry 
to the base and somehow staying awake in the 
process. The usual boredom ensued but being with 
Corey was pretty amazing considering we were able 
to just talk most the day away. 


Because of what was going on in Corey’s life, they 
wouldn’t even let her have a weapon anymore. They 
said her being discharged soon made her less likely 
to be responsible with weapons. Their statement 
made absolutely no sense so | assume it can only be 
standard issue homophobia. 


Refusing to understand people that are slightly 
different than you seemed to be the primary function 
of the military. | was always counting the days till | 
was done with all of it and could be a civilian again. 


We hadn’t seen much of Rachel that day; she had 
actually been distant from me due to how much time | 
was spending with Corey. Yes, I’m in love with Corey, 
and yes, she and | connect on a level that I’ve never 
experienced. We don’t have to sleep with each other 
to have a meaningful relationship. Corey even slept 
in my room a few times recently; I’ve never felt more 
at home. | think Rachel understands why Corey and | 
were Clingier than ever. We had basically given up on 
fighting her discharge. It felt like we were saying 
goodbye, but refused to admit it. Every day hurt a 
little more, every day we squeezed each other more 
tightly than the last. 


Rachel wasn’t interested in getting discharged 
despite her saying she loved us. | think she wanted 
to ensure she got all the benefits of being in the 
military so she could attend college after, or so that’s 
the gist of what she explained to both Corey and I. 


Our three-way relationship is as | described, Rachel 
just wasn't in the same place as Corey and |. We 
both saw Rachel romantically but that’s a totally 
different type of love. How Rachel felt for the two of 
us, it just wasn’t as strong as we felt for her, or each 
other. For some people, the most important person in 
your life is whomever you make them. For other 
people, their top priority is always the person they 
see in the mirror. We didn’t love Rachel less for it, but 
this aspect of her personality did create a distance 
between her and us. 


So what does this all mean? There will be no assault. 
| can’t attack someone just to get myself discharged 
now. Rachel has decided to remain publicly 
heterosexual. She just wants to fit in; meanwhile 
Corey and | just want to be free. We don’t care 
anymore, it doesn’t matter what happens so long as 
we still have each other. 


You might have wondered why | didn’t say | was gay 
to the shirt and gotten discharged as well. It’s not that 
simple. When you say you’re gay, you have to prove 
it with evidence or it has to be reported by notable 
witnesses. 


Everyone knew | wasn’t gay, and thanks to the 
rumours being spread, basically every other person 
knew about Corey’s natural born preference. It was 
too late. We ran out of luck and our time together 
was dwindling. 


As our shift came to an end and the posting bus 
came to pick us up, | saw one of the four men who 
stood by Austin in front of the chow hall was driving. | 
rarely saw this man around before. | quickly identified 
him by his tag. His last name is “Jacobs.” Senior 
Airman Jacobs. 


| tried to only glance at Jacobs as | boarded but he 
made it a point to remind everyone of what he 
thought of me. He screamed as | walked to sit with 
Corey on the posting bus “Behold skanks and 
gentleman, the Colonel’s golden boy slash eye- 
pulling psychopath! All hail!” Silence overtook the 
area as he sat there like a fool, clearly expecting 
applause or at the least laughter. Problem was the 
bus was full of people who had just worked a long 
shift. None of us were amused. 


Later that evening Rachel, Corey and | all ate dinner 
at the same restaurant we usually did. Rachel said, 
“So here we are, almost time to say goodbye.” Corey 
sarcastically replied, “Well at least after this two of us 
will still get laid.” 


| sadly smiled at Rachel and tried to reassure Corey, 
| said “We'll do all we can to be near you again soon. 
Hell, | could even marry you, then the military would 
have to let you go with us everywhere we went.” It 
was an epiphany that left my lips before | could even 
process the thoughts. Corey was shocked; she didn’t 
know what to say. Rachel spoke up “That’s actually a 
pretty good idea. You'd get all the extra housing pay 
plus we could all live together off base.” | smiled, | 
was glad they liked the idea. Where did that even 
come from? 


Feeling somewhat conflicted | added “Unfortunately 
even if we did get married right away it would take 
time to get all the paperwork through, so we’d still be 
without Corey for a couple months at least.” Corey 
jumped in “I wouldn't mind. I’d be able to see you 
guys again, so it’s awesome.” | could see Corey was 
very excited by all this, so much so after only a few 
moments tears of happiness were filling from her 


eyes. Witnessing her enthusiastic response 
eliminated my reservations. 


| laughed and put my arm around her pulling her 
close to me “Come here.” | said as | kissed her on 
the cheek. Rachel leaned forward and asked, “Can | 
be the maid of honour?” It was one of the best things 
| had heard all week; both Corey and | lost it 
laughing. 


Both Corey and | had mixed feelings about Rachel. 
She did prioritize herself a lot before anyone else, but 
she still loved us. We could trust her with most 
anything. 


We walked out of the restaurant together into the 
darkness. The roads were normally well lit, but 
tonight it felt so much darker. 


As we walked back to the dormitories | could see 
someone standing in front of our building looking 
confused. The unidentified person yelled “Hey 
Lindfelt! Can | get your help man?” | recognized that 
voice; it was the guy who drove the posting bus, 
Jacobs. 


Knowing Jacobs was a continuous threat to all three 
of us | spoke softly to the two girls to ignore him and 
tried to walk with them inside. Both girls were on the 
opposite side of Jacobs so if he did something, | 
would be the first to receive it 


As we passed Jacobs he grabbed my arm to stop me 
and said, “Sup man, | just need your help.” Corey 
and Rachel were always my priority, | spoke directly 
to them as Jacobs continued to clutch my arm “You 
two go inside, I'll be in soon.” 


As the girls headed towards the entrance Jacobs 
said, “So you're a tech guy, | need tech help bro.” | 
replied “I’m not a tech guy, what are you talking 
about?” The entrance door closed and the two girls 
were well on their way to their rooms. 


As Corey and Rachel walked to their rooms 
everything seemed normal. They talked about calling 
an officer on patrol like they did before when we were 
confronted in front of the chow hall. | didn’t know it 
was Corey specifically who called before, but she 
was just looking out for me. 


The halls were cold as usual and were somehow 
worse lit than the streets outside. Looking back, the 
hall filled with flickering bulbs felt like a warning 
screaming out to Rachel and Corey, but it fell of deaf 
ears. As Rachel entered her room she begin walking 
around it with her phone lifted above her to geta 
signal so she could call the police this time around. 
Corey said “Please hurry, something feels very w...” 
That’s when Corey was smacked on the back of the 
head by one of the three men waiting in the room for 
them. 


As Corey regained consciousness, she found herself 
laying face down on the ground by the entrance to 
the room. She could feel warm blood still trickling 
down the back of her head as she looked up to see 
Rachel’s clothes being ripped off by one of the three 
men wearing balaclavas. Her legs were being held 
apart and pinned down by one of the men. This man 
screamed, “Hurry, hurry!” clearly worried about the 
on-duty police showing up. 


Another man was trying to position himself between 
her legs. Rachel was crying, repeatedly telling them 
“No!” and “Stop!” The man between her legs 


screamed, “I’m taking my god damn time with this 
one. Shame she won't hate it as much as that 
Lesbian!” He laughed manically as he unbuttoned his 
pants with one hand while holding a hatched to her 
throat with another. 


He spoke again laughing nervously under his breath, 
“| will make you bleed for months girly!” The man 
holding down Rachel’s hands was cheering him on 
“Ruin her Austin!” as Austin began to tear off her 
underwear. 


Corey was completely frozen and remained barely 
conscious. She lay paralysed, still bleeding on the 
floor as | walked in. None of the attackers had the 
slightest clue | was in the room; they were so 
desperate to violate Rachel. 


| knew why they were really there that night. They 
wanted power; they wanted the control | took away 
from them back. They wanted to hurt people | cared 
about and to ultimately to rip us apart. 


| could never let this happen to my girls. 


What | did came naturally. Slaughtering them for 
harming Corey and Rachel wasn’t even a choice; it 
felt more like an instinctual, primal response. 


| would have stopped to help Corey, but there was no 
time, Rachel was their target right now. | walked past 
Corey and unleashed every bit of anger | ever felt on 
them. 


The first person | killed was the man holding Rachel’s 
feet. He was no doubt one of the four who stood 


outside at the chow hall. It was fairly easy cutting 
open his throat. 


At first the blade didn’t quite dig in due to it not being 
too sharp and lacking a serrated edge. To 
compensate | took the tip of my knife and forced it 
into to the side of his neck before he could even 
react. | intentionally faced the blade away from his 
spine so | could slice outward. Once the first drop of 
blood left his fresh wound, the rest of his neck 
followed without resistance. As my knife tore out of 
his body blood gushed violently splattering the wall 
next to us. He went down so easy. His only concern 
now was keeping the blood inside his body, but from 
the way | cut him? He’d be dead before your average 
commercial break. 


What a pathetic waste of human life. | just did the 
world a service. The seconds he spent bleeding out 
on the floor were too good for him. Sadly there was 
no time to enjoy watching the blood pour out of him 
or contemplate his wasted life; | had to move on to 
the next one. 


The man first in line to violate Rachel was in fact 
Austin. No one else | knew wore a patch, and even if 
I did, no one else with a patch had motive. The truth 
is strangers don’t commit the majority of assault 
crimes, but rather it’s most always people known by 
the victims, how sad is that? 


This one-eyed freak would have no real motive to 
attack a girl he never met. He was here to get back 
something he felt we took from him and was too 
stupid to do it in a form outside physical force. 


Austin’s lack of peripheral vision made plunging my 
knife in his other eye that much easier. All | had to do 


was attack from his bad side and it was lights out. It 
felt like my knife went right through his entire brain to 
the back of his head. Unfortunately my knife got 
jammed somewhere in his skull and | had no time to 
dig it out. | still had to deal with what | assumed was 
Asher. 


As Austin somehow managed to scream in agony 
instead of dying instantly | lurched towards Asher. 
Unfortunately for Asher, | had to kill him creatively 
using my bear hands. It didn’t take much longer than 
the others, but this time around an open casket 
funeral would be completely out of the question. 


| improvised by taking Asher’s hillbilly head and 
slamming it against the radiator heater repeatedly. 
Once his body went limp after about the sixth 
crushing blow | removed his balaclava so | could 
appreciate the symbol of justice that was his now 
partially shattered face. After only a second’s 
hesitation to appreciate his now broken face | 
continued bashing his head into the vent till | could 
be absolutely sure he was completely and irreversibly 
dead. But | made a mistake; | took too much time 
with Asher. He was gone, why did | keep going? 


“Arthur! God!” Corey screamed as a now completely 
blinded Austin rose up behind me grabbed the back 
of my shoulder and planted his hatchet deep in the 
back of my skull. 


| fell to the sound of the two women | loved most 
screaming in harmony. 


CHAPTER 24 


FOR MY DEAREST FRIEND 


At this point you might be wondering how | could 
possibly write this much in my journal after this 
happened. How did | suffer a fatal blow and live to 
write this? 


| didn't. 


I’m able to write this because I’m not Arthur Lindfelt. 
Arthur Lindfelt died before the last entry was even 
written. 


My best friend, the most important person in my life, 
spent his last moments doing everything he could to 
save us from those men. 


Arthur loved us, to the very end. 


| think it’s important you understand why I’m 
completing Arthur’s journal for him. For some time 
now he’s shared all the details of his life with me. The 
more he talked about his views on the world, the 
more | felt like | was listening to myself. His loathing 
of other people, his hatred for his parents, his 
willingness to let only a select few others in... Arthur 
and | were each other’s home, our sanity. 


The difference between the two of us is I’m not a 
leader, he is. Many call me a survivor in the sense 
that | avoid conflict. | worry about upsetting people 
and | normally avoid trouble when it’s an option. 
Arthur was very different in that sense. He never 
cared about who he upset, he had no filter and | 
loved him for that. He was honest, and fought for 
everything he stood for till his last breath. 


I’m finishing this journal because | know it’s what 
Arthur wanted. It’s not just some assumption on my 
end; being in the military makes you think of death a 
lot. When you can be deployed at any moment, you 
tend to think about what happens after you die. 
Arthur instructed me to do a couple things if he died, 
one of them was to give this journal an ending, and 
another was to look out for Rachel. Arthur was 
always so confident in me. 


It's taken me a long time to make both these wishes 
come true, almost a year actually, but they have. 


Rachel now lives with me in San Diego, CA. We have 
a dog and are hoping to adopt a child some day 
together. We want to name our adopted son after 
Arthur. 


We’re all imperfect, but Arthur leaned towards the 
better side of imperfection. Maybe one day our little 
Arthur will grow up just like him, remaining true no 
matter the opposition. 


Arthur... always doing what he thinks is right even if it 
means losing it all. 


Something Arthur never mentioned in this journal is 
why exactly he hated his father so much; He gave 
you reasons but left out the biggest one. | need to 
include this as a lot of people might read this never 
truly understand Arthur if | don't. 


Arthur’s father was abusive. Every other thing Arthur 
ever said about his father was directly associated 
with his childhood. He didn’t just hate his father for 
moving on from his mother so soon. He didn’t just 
hate his father for wanting him to be something he 


was not. Arthur hated his father because his father 
repeatedly violated him when his mother was asleep. 


Arthur hadn’t even reached puberty when it began. 
The abuse went on for years. The fact that Arthur 
didn’t kill his father for what he did to him is beyond 
me. If someone abused a loved one of Arthur’s like 
his father abused him, nothing would have stopped 
him from enacting his version of justice in the most 
violent way possible. 


Arthur told me he couldn’t remember much of this, 
but when he went to the therapist Lt. Col. Hoss sent 
him too; some of the information came out of him. 
When he admitted parts of what had happened, he 
began to understand why he always imagined his 
father’s face when he physically hurt someone. 


Arthur told me how much he enjoyed seeing the 
trainer in the Red Man suit suffer when he broke his 
ankle. Even killing the men who were trying to violate 
Rachel must have been a reflection of what he 
wanted to do to his father. | wrote about his last 
moments in the manner he would have written them. 
| understand his anger; we've both suffered at the 
hands of others. We've both wanted to make things 
right, the means to accomplish peace weren't as 
important to him. 


Nevertheless, Arthur always liked to transition from 
casual journal to story mode, so I'll tell you about 
what happened just after Arthur passed from my 
perspective. 


As | kneeled before the bodies, | clutched my blood 
soaked head. Watching my best friend die at the 
hands of Austin was the hardest thing | ever had to 
go through. 


In movies people often die right away but Arthur 
gently shook on the ground. He was still blinking, his 
eyes looked off toward the wall as if he was looking 
at his own ghost. It was a stare unlike anything | had 
seen. 


Immediately after Austin delivered the final blow to 
Arthur he screamed, “You should’ve known! Stayed 
in your place! You should’ve stayed! You!” He was 
barely functioning; the knife was still stuck in his 
head. While Austin was able to survive Arthur’s 
blade, he remained completely blind. 


Austin clearly couldn’t even process that there was a 
knife stuck in his head. He seemed to only recognize 
his struggles to speak. His brain damage seemed so 
severe | don’t even think he knew he was blind. 


As Rachel and | crawled towards Arthur, Austin 
stumbled out to the hallway where he quickly passed 
out. There were more dying bodies in the immediate 
vicinity than living ones at this point. 


Rachel kept kissing Arthur on the side of the face 
saying, “Thank you Arthur, | love you, | love you.” | 
wrapped my arms around Arthur’s lower body, 
hugging him, soaking his legs in my tears and blood. 
| didn’t have the strength to share any loving words 
like Rachel, | could only cry as he faded away. 


The police finally arrived to our room; someone must 
have called in response to all the screaming. One of 
the two cops was clearly mortified by what he was 
seeing. 


Imagine looking upon two girls, one wearing what 
was left of her torn and bloody clothes. You then 
realize they’re both holding a man with a hatchet in 


the back of his head. Beside them is another man 
with a butchered throat by the base of the bed. The 
most disturbing of all, the boy with half his skull 
caved in by the heater in our room. It must have been 
a sight. | couldn’t say much for what | personally saw 
as my head wound distorted my perception a bit; the 
blood in my eyes didn’t help either. 


It didn’t take long for the more experienced officer on 
scene to figure out what happened. He asked “Is this 
all of them?” | didn’t respond; | just held Arthur in 
silence. Rachel was unable to speak over her crying, 
but she was able to reply to the officer with a nod. 
The officer asked, “Is the beat-up guy outside a part 
of this?” He must have been talking about Jacobs, 
but neither of us had the strength to respond to the 
officer any further. 


After everything that happened inside that building, 
three people died, and three people survived, one of 
the survivors being the very same person who tried 
to violate Rachel. We were told that the knife that 
was plunged into Austin’s head wasn’t enough to kill 
him like Arthur intended. The blade scraped the side 
of his skull till it pierced completely through the side 
of Austin’s skull. This was why he struggled to pull it 
back out and resorted to killing Asher with his bare 
hands. 


Because of our testimonies Austin is locked away to 
this day. He was put in a facility that deals with 
disabled criminals. We're just grateful he at least can 
be nowhere near any woman anytime soon. 


Rachel was honourably discharged shortly after the 
attack. The military could have done a lot more to 
help us but we were just glad to be free. We never 
had to go back or see those people ever again. 


Arthur was buried in a military graveyard. Many 
people called him a murderer, others a hero. 


Whatever he is to the world, to me he will always be 
the only man I’ve ever loved. 


